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hut  T^  keefoih^  cool 
With  OLD  0OU::> 


When  you're  in  a  Hot  Spot 
-light  a  cool  OLD  GOLD 


Finer  tobacco,  that's  the  answer. 
Queen-leaf  tobacco  from  the  heart  of 
the  stalk.  The  choicest  and  coolest 
burning  of  all  Turkish  and  domestic. 

Get  this,  folks: 
OLD  GOLDS  are  FULL-WEIGHT 


not  a  cough  in  a  carload 
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She  passed 
I    saw 
And  smiled 
She  turned 
And  smiled 
An  answer 
To  my  smile 
I  wonder 
If  she  too 
Could  know 
Her  underskirt 
Hung  down 
A  mite. 

Anapolis 


'Log' 


"Dear  Mr.  Palmolive, 

"I  bought  a  tube  of  your  shav- 
ing   cream.       It    says    no    mug    re- 
quired.    What  shall  I  shave? 
Yours  Truly, 

Oscar  Zilch,  "36." 
Penn.  State  "Froth" 

DID  YOU  SAY  PAREE? 

"Well,  if  you're  a  war  widow — 
why  don't  you  get  a  monthly 
pension  from  the  government?" 

"Oh,  I  married  the  unknown 
soldier!"  Exchange 


There's  one  thing  I  would  like  to 
know: 

Why  is  a  ship  a  "She?" 
Perhaps  because  it  passes  up 

The  buoys  upon  the  sea. 
Southern   California    "Wampus" 


Kissing  a  girl  is  just  like  opening 
a  bottle  of  olives — the  first  may 
come  hard  but  it's  a  cinch  to  get 
the  rest.  Ohio  "Green  Goat" 

PHILOSOPHY 
If    hope    springs    eternal    in    the 
human     breast,     women     must     be 
twice  as  hopeful  as  men. 

"Orange  Peel" 


"My  boss  is  always  drumming 
with  his  fingers.  Don't  you  hate 
a  man  who  does  that?" 

"No,  my  legs  aren't  that  tick- 
lish." Penn.  "Punch  Bowl" 


TETE-A-TETE 

Boy — Mother,  what's  that  man 
doing  over  there? 

Mother — What  man,  sonny? 

Boy — That  man  over  there  talk- 
ing to  an  apple  tree.       Exchange 


. , . and 

another 

thing, 

freshman/ 


YES,  Freshie,  you've  learned  a  lot  in  the 
past   coupla   months    about    college    life. 
Things  you  never  dreamed  existed,  no  doubt. 

Now  .  .  .  we're  going  to  give  you  some  more 
information.  It's  generally  known  by  the 
upper  class  men  and  women.  And  they  use  it 
to  good  advantage. 

You,  too,  have  your  activities  it  will  fit  into. 

This  information  is  contained  in  just  three 
words.  A  proper  name.  "LI^OYD  HOL- 
LISTER  INC."  Stated  in  a  simpler  way 
that  name  means  "Printers  and  Publishers, 
who  have  served  Northwestern  interests  for 
many  years  in  a  most  satisfying  way."  We've 
gladly  worked  with  Northwestern  men  and 
women  in  their  varied  activities  when  adver- 
tising advice  and  printing  was  wanted. 

We  are  doing  so  today.  Northwestern  men 
and  women  are  among  our  most  valued 
friends. 

We  want  your  friendship,  too,  first-year 
men  and  women.  We  want  to  keep  it  all 
through  your  years  of  college,  and.  as  with 
many  Northwestern  graduates,  to  retain  it 
even  in  later  years. 

We  want  you  to  feel  whenever  you  have  an 
advertising  or  printing  problem  .  .  .  no  matter 
iiow  small  .  .  .  for  advice  and  real,  conscien- 
tious assistance  you  can  depend  on 


Lloyd  Hollister  Inc. 

1232  CENTRAL  AVE. 
WILMETTE  ILLINOIS 


PATRONIZE   PURPLE   PARROT  ADVERTISERS 
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"A  caller  with  a  poem  to  see  you, 

sir." 
"The  devil!  What's  his  name?" 
"It's  a  young  lady,  sir,  and  she's  a 

peach." 
"Ah!    Show   her   in.      I'll   be    glad 
— ahem — to  look  at  her  lines." 
Buffalo  "Bison" 


The  cat  drowsed  on  the  hearth 
rug;  the  knitting  needles  were  in 
their  place  by  the  old  rocking  chair; 
the  grandfather  clock  struck  eight. 

Grandma;  'Now  where  in  the 
hell  is  that  gigolo?" 

Randolph  Mason  'Old  Maid" 

Flippity  (reading  sign  in  the  lib- 
rary) :  "Only  low  talk  permitted 
here." 

Flop;  "Oke,  then  I  will  go  on 
with  the  story  that  I  was  about  to 
tell.  '  Colbv    "White   Mule" 


A  colored  boy  was  strolling 
through  a  cemetery  reading  the  in- 
sciptions  on  the  tombstones.  He 
came  to  one  which  read.  "Not 
dead,  but  sleeping."  Scratching  his 
head,  the  negro  remarked;  "He  sure 
ain't  foolin'  nobody  but  hisself." 
Exchange 

With  Mrs.   Sanger,   it's  birth  con- 
trol. 

With  Stalin,  it's  worth  control. 
With  a  date,  it's  just  control. 
Penn  "Punch  Bowl" 


Clerk — "What  was  your  Moth- 
er's name  before  you  were  born?" 

Jobseeker  —  "She  wasn't  my 
mother,  then,  you  dope." 

Temple  "Owl" 

"It's  only  me  from  across  the 
sea,"  roared  Barnacle  Bill,  the 
sailor. 

"You're  too  late,"  said  the 
young  maiden,  "an  aviator  beat 
you  here."     Colby  "White  Mule" 

This  depression  is  nothing  to  us, 
compared  to  the  way  the  sparrows 
felt  after  the  automobiles  first  came 
out. 

Auburn  "Cajoler" 


He:  "Never  tell  a  secret  around 
chairs." 

She;  "Why?" 

He;  "Because  chairs  are  tale- 
bearers." Buffalo  "Bison" 


"Ah,  Watson,  I  see  that  you 
have  changed  your  underwear." 

"Marvelous!  Holmes — How  do 
you  know  that." 

"You  forgot  to  put  on  your 
pants."  Auburn  "Cajoler" 


Cadet;  I  love  those  clocks  on 
your  stockings. 

Beautiful;  That's  O.  K.  big  boy, 
but  they  don't  need  any  more 
hands!  V.  I.  P.  "Skipper" 


"Goodness!  but  those  are  beauti- 
ful diamonds." 

"Goodness    had    nothing    to    do 
with  them,   dearie." 

Auburn  "Cajoler" 


"How  do  you  spell  financially?" 
"Fin-nan-ci-al-ly,   and   there   are 
two  r's  in  embarrassed." 

"Brown  Jug" 


Liza  (after  a  fall  and  recovery 
at  the  ice  rink)  ;  "Did  you  see  how 
quick  ah  recovered  mah  equilib'ium, 
Rastus?" 

Rastus;  "Golly,  yas — almos'  be- 
fo'  ah  noticed  it  was  uncovered. 
Washington   "Dirge" 


In  the  days  of  yore;  "Wine, 
women,  and  song." 

In  the  days  of  the  depression; 
"Denatured  alcohol,  nurses,  and 
Nearer  My  God  to  Thee!" 

"Masquerader" 


First  Man;  My  wife  had  twins 
last  week.  She  named  one  Hal- 
rejuah  and  the  other  Encore. 

Second  Man;  Why  the  name  En- 
core? 

First  Man;  He  was  not  on  the 
program.  V.  I.  P.  "Skipper" 


He  was  seated  in  the  parlor 
And  he  said  unto  the  light, 

Either  you  or  I  old  fellow. 

Will  be  turned  down  to-night. 
Anapolis  "Log" 


A  small  boy  was  rushing  madly 
down  the  street  when  he  ran  into 
a  stranger. 

"Hey!  What's  the  matter  with 
you?"  bawled  the  stranger.  "Think 
there  is  a  fire?" 

"No,"  the  boy  panted  apologetic- 
ally. "I  am  running  home  to  stop 
a  fight." 

"Who  is  fightin'?"  asked  the 
stranger. 

"Ma  and  Pa,"  was  the  terse  re- 
ply. 

"Say,"  queried  the  stranger  re- 
flectively, "Who  is  your  father  any- 
way?" 

"Humph!  the  boy  snapped  over 
his  shoulder  as  he  scurried  down  the 
street.  "That's  what  they  are 
fightin'   over." 

New  York  "Medley" 

The  young  bride  was  asked  what 
she  thought  of  married  life. 

"Oh,"  she  replied,  "there  is  not 
much  difference.  I  used  to  wait  up 
for  George  half  the  night,  hoping 
he  would  go  home.  Now  I  waif. 
up  half  the  night  waiting  for  him 
to  come  home." 

Anapolis  "Log" 

A  student  (but  no,  students 
never  drink) ,  a  gentleman  f  that's 
safer) ,  slightly  soused,  was  having 
trouble  with  a  revolving  door. 
Each  time  he  got  started,  he  was 
whirled  around  and  landed  out  in 
the  street  again.  He  stood  gazing 
at  it  in  awe  and  wonder,  when  a 
man  came  along  and  went  in.  The 
door  spun  around.  Out  came  a 
young  lady.  The  souse  blinked, 
"Thash  a  pretty  good  trick,  all 
right,"  he  said,  "But  I  don't  shee 
yet  what  he  did  with  his  clothes." 
Illinois  "Siren" 

OTHER  REASONS 
Mark  Anthony  made  two  fa- 
mous speeches.  One  was  at  Cae- 
sar's grave  when  he  said,  "I  come 
here  to  bury  Caesar,  not  to  praise 
him."  The  other  was  at  Cleo- 
patra's tent  at  midnight — "I  didn't 
come  here  to  talk." 

Notre  Dame   "Juggler" 

Love  is  a  game  for  two  to  play. 
Then,    who   is   this   other   man,    I 
pray?        Arizona  " Kitty -Kaf 
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ck  to  the 
a  Mahat- 
!  generally 
;  At  the 
Frosh  that 
haven't  gone  running  home  to 
mother,  or  been  put  in  a  padded 
cell,  have  a  ten  cent  button  given 
them  in  return  for  their  future  life, 
liberty,  Collier's  and  the  Sat.  Eve. 
Post.  This  is  what  is  known  as 
PLEDGING  —  which  marks  the 
first  milestone  in  a  college  career, 
and  everybody  is  dam'  glad  of  it, 
too!  Especially  the  upperdassmen, 
because  now  they  will  have  some- 
one to  brow  (?)  beat.  This, 
however,  for  the  poor  deluded 
Frosh  is  only  the  beginning  of  his 
disillusionment  for  he  finds  fratern- 
ity life  no  bed  of  roses  but  instead 
just  one  long 

HELL  WEEK  —  after  another. 
Finally  this  trying  period  cul- 
minates in  a  concentrated  four  or 
five  days  during  which  the  brow 
(helf!)  beaten  Frosh  becomes 
acutely  conscious  of  a  certain  ro- 
tund portion  of  his  anatomy  which 
has  been  continually  belabored  upon 
by  means  of  a  barrel  stave  during 
a    process    known    to    the    elite    as 

PADDLWG— although  the  un- 
couth have  more  lurid  terms  for  it. 
And  this,  my  friends,  is  the  Fresh- 
man's nightmare — his  Waterloo! 
Consequently  it  is  the  upperclass- 
man's  pet  form  of  amusement, 
when  they  aren't  in  high  conclave, 
engaging    in    a    pastime    known    as 

BULL  SESSION  —  which  gets 
its  name  from  an  old  custom  ante- 
dating the  days  of  good  old  Qua- 
cumque  Sunt  Vera  (Who's  Vera?) 
caused  by  the  fact  that  in  them  days 
men  sang  bass,  ate  beef,  and  drank 
beer.  Whenever  a  Frat  would  run 
out  of  beef,  they'd  go  to  the  deli- 
catessen, buy  a  live  he  cow  and  a 
she  cow,  bring  'em  home  and 

SHOOT    THE    BULL— hut  why 


I  F  you're  having  a  difficult  time 
deciding  on  Christmas  gifts  that 
they  will  really  like  ...  let  us 
help  you.  We  serve  thousands 
every  year .  .  .  we  know  all  their 
little  prejudices  .  .  .  we've  hun- 
dreds of  gifts  to  choose  from 
.  .  .  and  our  style  and  service 
will  make  choosing  a  pleasure. 


CHANDLER'S 


Fountain  Square 


Evanston 


The  Co-eds  Choose 

RAY  PARKER'S  SHOES 

SPORT  —  STREET  —  FORMAL 


im/ 


-garf^ 


806  DAVIS  STREET 


they  would  only  shoot  the  papa, 
only  God  knows,  and  He  won't 
tell.  Anyway,  dear  Frosh,  if  you 
don't  see  any  connection  between 
the  above  two  terms  now,  you  will 
before  your  neophyte  year  is  up. 
Oh,  yes,  all  things  have  an  end 
(even  a  Freshman!)  and  the  last 
stage  in  this  ordeal  is  called 

INITIATION — wherein  you  be- 
come a  Brother  in  the  Bond.  After 
you  pass  through  this,  you're 
through — for  good! 


The   Purple   Parrot,   published   by   the   Students   Publishing   Co.,   Inc.,   at   Wilmette,    Illinois.      Entered    as    second-class    matter   at    the 
post  office  at  Wilmette,  Illinois,  January  1,  1932.    Twenty-flve  cents  the  copy,  $1.75  the  year. 
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The  young  woman  had  just  re- 
turned to  her  rural  home  from  sev- 
eral years  in  the  big  city.  She  was 
exhibiting  the  contents  of  her 
trunk,  to  the  admiration  and 
amazement  of  her  mother,  who  had 
bought  her  clothes  for  forty  years 
at  the  general  store. 

"And  these,"  said  the  daughter, 
holding  up  a  delicate  silken  gar- 
ment,  "are  teddies." 

Teddy's?  You  don't  say.  Young 
men  are  certainly  different  from 
what  they  used  to  be." 

Auburn   "Cajoler" 


Mary  had  a  little  lamp 

A  good  one  we  won't  doubt, 

For     every      time     that      company 

came — 
The  little  lamp  went  out. 

Illinois  "Siren" 


Artist — "Any  suggestions?" 
Nude      Model   —   "Why,      yes. 
You've   been   painting   for   the   last 
half  hour   without   any    paint    on 
your  brush." 

Princeton  "Tiger" 


He  and  his  best  girl  were  seated 
in  a  dim  corner. 

"Give  me  a  kiss,"  he  pleaded. 

The   girl   made   no   answer. 

"Won't  you  please    give    me    a 
kiss  I"  he  asked  again. 

Still   no   answer. 

"Please,     please,     just    one,"     he 
begged. 

And  still  no  answer. 

"Are  you   deaf?"   he  shouted   at 
length. 

"No,"    she     snapped,     "are     you 
paralyzed?" 

Exchange 


A  droll  tale  is  told  about  the 
deaf  and  dumb  man  who  had  a 
nightmare  and  broke  his  knuckles 
on  a  bedpost,   screaming. 

Harvard  "Lampoon" 


God  made  man 

Frail  as  a  bubble. 

God  made  love 

Love  made  trouble 

God  made  the  vine 

Was  it  a  sin 

That  man  made  wine 

To  drown  that  trouble  in? 

West  Point  "Pointer" 


Professor  (lecturing)  :  "Man,  I 
say,  is  the  product  of  his  environ- 
ment. The  world  is  full  of  ex- 
amples.     Now  look  at  Adam — ." 

Voice  from  rear:    "You  look  at 
Adam — I'd  rather  look  at  Eve." 
Nebraska  "Awgwan" 


SONG  WITHOUT  WORDS 
(of    any    importance) 
Spare,  oh,  spare,   my  baby's  chair! 
You    may     sell     old      grandpa's 
fiddle. 
But  spare, '  oh,    spare,    my    baby's 
chair. 
The    one    with    the    hole    in    the 
middle. 

Arizona  "Kitty-Kat" 


At  six  o'clock  she  laid  out  his 
dress  suit,  shirt,  and  studs.  He  did 
not  appear.  At  eleven  o'clock  she 
laid  out  his  pajamas.  He  didn't 
turn  up.  At  three  o'clock  he  came 
in.  And  then  she  laid  him  out. 
Texas  "Battalion" 


Fiddler:  The  leading  lady  seems  { 
to  have  a  break  in  her  ennuncia-  ' 
tion  this  evening.  | 

Orchestra  Leader:   Say,  you  keep 
your  eye  on  your  music. 

Buffalo  "Bison" 


Judge:  How  many  children  do 
you  have,  Mirandy? 

Mirandy:  Well,  Jedge,  I  has  two 
by  my  first  husband,  one  by  my 
last  husband,  and  then  I  has  two 
of  my  own. 

Texas  "Battalion" 


Artist:   May  I  paint  you  in  the 
nude? 

Model:    Gracious,    no!    I    expect 
you  to  wear  something. 

Rice  "Owl" 


She:  "And  don't  throw  any 
more  cigarette  stubs  out  there,  it 
looks  as  though  a  prospective  father 
had  stood  there  a  week. 

Auburn   "Cajoler" 


The  husband  who  knows  where 
his  wife  keeps  her  nickels  has  noth- 
ing on  the  husband  who  knows 
where  the  maid's  quarters  are. 

Ohio  "Green  Goat" 


■"Mamma,  where  did  I  come 
from?"  quiered  the  little  Greek 
youngster  of  his  mother. 

"A  Stoic  brought  you,"  quickly 
answered  the  stately  matron. 

Washington   "Dirge" 


She  sat  down  ...  on  his  lap  .  .  . 
(silence)  .  .  .  During  the  prom  in- 
termission .  .  .  soft  lights  .  .  .faint, 
soothing  music  ...  he  shuddered 
lightly  .  .  .  she  snuggled  closer  .  .  . 
she  cooed  ...  he  shook  .  .  .  "Tell 
me,  dear,"  she  said  .  .  .  "It's  that 
that  damn  flannel  underwear!" 
Iowa  State  "Green  Ganoer" 

VERSE  VICE 
In  mother's  day  they  went   for   a 

drive  in  the  park. 
In    daughter's   day   they   vice   versa 
in  the  dark. 

Penn.    "Punch   Bowl' 


Mickey    Mouse:     Gosh,     I     feel 
dead. 

Minnie  Mouse:  Yeah,  you  look 
like  something  the  cat  dragged  in. 
Wisconsin  "Octopus" 


Mother:     Mary,     come    upstairs 
immediately. 

Mary:     But     mother,     I'm     all 
wrapped  up  in  my  problem. 

Mother:  Tell  him  to  go  home. 
Southern  California   "Wampus" 


Mamma,  can  I  go  out  to  play? 

What,  with  all  those  holes  in 
your  pants? 

No,  Mamma,  with  the  little  boy 
next  door.         Buffalo     "Bison" 


"Doctor,  after  my  broken  finger 
heals  will  I  be  able  to  play  the 
piano?" 

"Certainly,  certainly." 

"S'funny — I  couldn't  play  it  be- 
fore." 

Alabama    "Rammer- Jammer" 
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I  FORGOT  my  galoshes,  but  I'm  going  along 
in  the  rain . . .  having  a  good  time . . .  smoking 
my  Chesterfields. 

Just  downright  good  cigarettes.  They're 
milder  and  they  taste  better. 

Just  having  a  good  time.  T^hey  Satisfy. 

1932,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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SOCIETY  GOES  TO  THE  DRAMA 


WE  thought  you'd  like  this  one 
to  cheer  you  up  before  the 
monthly  battery  of  unappreciated 
and  unwanted  opinions  on  plays 
you  don't  go  to  see  anyway.  Well 
.  .  .  there  was  a  cow,  yes  a  cow. 
And  it  swallowed  some  blue  ink. 
And  guess  what!  It  MOOD  INDI- 
GO! 

But  please — for  pity's  sake  don't 
get  moody  on  us,  because  we  want 
to  be  serious.  We're  going  to  talk 
about  MERRY  GO  ROUND  (at 
the  Adelphi).  Seldom  have  we  seen 
an  audience  so  astounded  and  so 
moved  at  the  end  of  a  play  that 
they  neither  applaud  nor  rise  to  go 
out.  We  saw  such  a  phenomenon 
at  MERRY  GO  ROUND.  The 
authors,  with  diabolic  precision, 
horrified  the  onlookers  with  scene 
after  scene  of  the  most  revolting  po- 
litical denouements  imaginable. 
Cermak  and  a  great  many  portly 
and  doddering  aldermen  saw  it  the 
first  night.  We  wonder  they  had 
the  strength   to   let   it   go   through. 

The  plot  starts  off  with  the 
murder  lon  the  stage)  of  the  gang- 
leader,  Stransky,  by  the  rival  gang- 
leader,  Zeli.  Citizens  are  aroused 
at  the  enormous  number  of  killings 
in  the  city,  and  want  an  invest- 
igation. The  political  gang  in  of- 
fice know  it's  Zeli,  but  can't  con- 
vict him  because  of  papers  he  holds, 
showing  their  fraudulent  connec- 
tion with  Stransky.  They  hit  on 
framing  the  sole  eye-witness  of  the 
murder,  the  bell  boy.  Third  degrees 
of  the  boy,  in  the  face  of  the  audi- 
ence, add  to  the  horror  of  the  play. 
But  beside  the  actual  physical  hor- 
ror the  audience  goes  through,  there 
is  plenty  of  mental  writhing  when 
such  scenes  occur  as  the  big  party 
Zeli  throws  in  celebration  of  the 
death  of  Stransky  and  his  own  ac- 
cession to  the  gang  throne.  He  in- 
vites the  mayor,  who  is  portrayed 
as  a  good-looking  hypocritical 
weakling,  and  a  couple  of  mag- 
istrates, mostly  nephews  of  the  po- 
litical boss.  They  get  drunk  to- 
gether, while  Zeli's  gang  is  out 
shooting  up  the  street  and  incident- 

SIX 


with   Ruth  Walliser,  guide 

ally  killing  a  child  or  two.  In  an- 
other equally  torturing  scene,  the 
widow  of  the  now  dead  bell  boy 
listens  bitterly  to  election  returns  in 
which  the  same  party  by  a  'large 
vote  of  the  people'  is  swept  into 
power  again. 

Chicago's  theatre-going  assembly 
seem  to  prove  of  late  that 
twice-seen  productions  are  the  most 
wanted.  The  crowd  waiting  to  see 
CYRANO  DE  BERGERAC  and 
the  enthusiastic  reception  of  the 
MIKADO  were  only  matched  by 
the  hearty  welcome  extended  the 
revival  of  THE  MERRY  WIDOW. 
And  speaking  of  warm-ups,  we 
would  like  to  comment  on  the  re- 
vival of  conjugal  felicity  in  the 
theatre.  Either  it's  that  or  it's  be- 
cause of  stage-managers  wanting  to 
save  money  on  leading  ladies  when 
we  see  the  following  parade  of 
h  u  s  b  a  n  d-and-wife  combination. 
De  Wolf  Hopper  brings  his  in  the 
MIKADO.  Walter  Hampden  has 
his  wife  in  CYRANO,  Alfred  Lunt 
his  in  REUNION  IN  VIENNA, 
the  whole  family  of  Bryants  come 
in  their  show-boat  productions,  and 
now,  in  THE  MERRY  WIDOW 
( Majestic )  comes  Donald  Brian 
and  Virginia  O'Brien,  his  spouse. 

THE  MERRY  WIDOW  must 
have  been  a  good  play  in  its  day, 
but  in  dusting  it  off,  the  production 
manager  failed  to  remember  that 
there  have  been,  for  thirty  years, 
comic  operas  intent  on  copying  its 
success,  and  imagining  that  to  do 
so  they  must  imitate  it  as  nearly 
as  possible.  At  any  rate,  though 
the  situation  of  a  millionaire  widow 
being  pursued  for  her  money  in  the 
kingdom  of  Marsovia  by  princes 
and  noblemen,  and  the  situation  of 
the  large,  coquettish,  fat  man  crack- 
ing stale  gags  with  the  little  man, 
and  the  situation  of  rich  widow 
being  swept  away  by  the  one  man 
indifferent  to  her,  though  these 
may  have  had  their  essence  of 
sparkle  and  originality  in  1900, 
they  have  no  longer.  And  isn't  it 
better  to  let   a  barked-out  dog  lie? 


The  play  slows  down  to  a  palling 
rate,  if  not  actually  appalling  one. 
Its  redeeming  feature  is  its  music 
and  dancing,  of  course.  There  arc 
the  ever-popular  "Cavalier,"  "I 
Love  You  So,"  and  "Merry  Widow 
Waltz."  Donald  Brian,  known  to 
be  fifty-five  years  old,  looks  and 
acts  twenty,  as  he  dances  with  the 
gay  widow. 

THERE'S  ALWAYS  JULIET 
(Erlanger)  is  the  sort  of  light 
comedy  that  is  difficult  to  criticize 
dramatically.  If  you  know  anything 
about  English  delicacies,  you  will 
agree  with  the  aristocratic  British 
heroine  when  she  tells  her  ad- 
venturous American  lover,  who 
says  he  will  come  back  next  year. 
that  "you  can't  heat  up  a  souffle." 
And  thus  it  is  in  reviewing  a  racy, 
fast-chattering,  sophisticated  com- 
edy of  manners.  You  laugh  heart- 
ily through  it  but,  on  leaving  the 
theatre,  wonder  what  it  was  all 
about  and  if  it  did  have  a  point 
anyway.  After  deciding  it  did  not, 
you  drop  the  matter  without  any 
resentment,  simply  because  you 
have  enjoyed  it  so  fully  while  it 
was  going  on.  The  two  leading 
characters  carry  the  play  through 
almost  entirely  alone,  pleasingly, 
subtilely  and  actively,  but  un- 
fortunately they  carry  it  through  to 
a  very  bad  farce  ending. 

We  were  tempted  to  dismiss  DR. 
KNOCK  (University  Theatre) 
with  a  simple: 

Acting:  Excellent  and  distinctive. 
Props  and  Scenery:  Modernistic, 

original,  and  interesting. 
Choice    of    Play:     Unbelievably 

poor. 

On  second  thought  we're  not  so 
sure  that  this  is  the  trouble  with  the 
production.  If  a  play  starts  out  to 
satirize  an  institution  or  custom,  we 
believe  that  it  should  stick  to  its 
first  premises,  and  not  attempt  in 
addition  to  throw  in  caricature, 
burlesque,  circus,  and  farce.  The 
director,  Mr.  Leverton,  did  not 
seem  to  agree  with  this  unity  of 
purpose,    and   accordingly    whatever 
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sting  the  "satirical"  play  may  have 
had  in  its  book  form  is  sadly  dulled 
by  gross  emphasis. 

SHOW  BOAT  is  back  again,  this 
time  in  HAMLET  and  A  BIRD 
IN  A  GILDED  CAGE  (Cort). 
The  four  Bryants  are  back  in  Chi- 
cago, proudly  presenting  HAM- 
LET, "written,  directed,  and  pro- 
duced by  Billy  Bryant  and  Wm. 
Shakespeare."  (For  the  most  part, 
however,  Mr.  Bryant's  play.) 
Characters  decide  on  their  own 
lines  as  they  go  along,  up-to-date 
political  jokes  and  puns  are  inter- 
spersed, horse-play  is  fondly  in- 
dulged in,  but  it's  HAMLET  no 
matter  how  you  slice  it.  The 
ghost  comes  in  with  a  bed  sheet 
about  his  head:  the  palace  guards 
act  like  a  bunch  of  cheer  leaders; 
the  queen  Gertie  thinks  that  "Ham" 
and  Ophelia  are  having  too  many 
hot  dates:  Hamlet  becomes  as 
"nutty  as  a  model  T  Ford,"  while 
Ophelia,  gone  mad,  sings  "Life  Is 
Just  a  Bowl  of  Cherries"  and 
"When  the  M-Moonshine  Shines"; 
the  grave-digger  after  finding  the 
skull,  digs  deeper  and  discovers  the 
plans  for  the  Chicago  subway:  oc- 
casionally the  actors  get  mixed  up 
and  start  playing  Macbeth.  Lear  or 
Carmen,  and  so  on  and  so  on.  But 
HAMLET,  as  murdered  by  the 
show  boat  players  could  break  only 
a  pedant's  heart.  It's  one  swell  play, 
and  the  Bryants,  by  their  very  lack 
of  presumption,  are  one  swell 
troupe. 


Fond  Father:  "Just  think,  son- 
ny, if  you  were  down  in  the  South 
Sea  Islands,  Santa  Claus  could  not 
come  to  see  you." 

Modern  Son:  "Who  the  hell 
would  care,  with  all  of  those  grass- 
skirted  frails  around." 

Auburn  "Cajolec" 


ADVICE 
When    writing    love    letters    to 
your  girl,  it's  always  an  act  of  pre- 
caution to  begin:   "My  dear  sweet- 
heart and  gentlemen  of  the  jury." 
Grinnell   "Malteaser" 


The  ''Wise  Chi  d 

knows  where  to  buy 

for 


// 


Know    that    you    look    ex- 
travagant without  being  so. 

''Sorority  House"  .  .  . 

Is  kind  to  the  College 
Girl's  Allowance 

"Wednesday   Ni+e" — a   Victorian   "love"  In  waffle  crepe,   J|" 
with   huge  shoulder  bow  of  Cire  satin.    A  dream  for  only    ^ 

'  "Pat"  Russell  will  show  you  what's  keen  jor  your  "type"! 

HARTMAN'S 

ADAMS   and   WABASH 


Come  children!  Let  us  play  ring 
around   the   bathtub. 

"Blue  Moon" 


GONE  TO  THE  DOGS 
Magician  (sawing  woman  in 
half)  :  Now  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
after  the  young  lady  is  severed,  her 
brains  will  be  given  to  a  medical 
college,  and  the  rest  will  be  thrown 
to  the  dogs. 

Gallery     Gang:     Woof,     woof, 
bow,  wow! 

Alabama   "Rammer -Jammer" 


"Did  you  weah  the  flowers  Ah 
sent?" 

"Didn't  wear  nothin'  else  but, 
Black  Boy." 

"Mah  Goodness!  Weah  did  you 
pin  'em?"  West  Point  "Pointer" 


The  shades  of  night  were  falling 
fast. 

When  for  a  kiss  he  asked  her. 

She  must  have  answered  yes,  be- 
cause 

The  shades  came  down  much  faster. 
Illinois   "Siren" 


"Are  you  an  Elk?" 
"No,     I     was     born     with     big 
teeth."  Penn.  "Punch  Bowl" 
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Polly-Anna 


Navy  Ball  Eve 

WELL,  being  as  none  of  youse 
guys  asked  your  old  Aunty  to 
the  Navy  Ball,  there  is  only  one 
thing  for  me  to  do — to-night.  So 
I  grab  me  a  bunch  of  "Omars"  and 
settle  down  to  som,e  good  old 
Northwestern   throat-cutting. 

Wally  Rossborough.  the  S.  A.  E. 
igbay  otshay,  is  fastly  amounting  to 
something  at  last.  He  is  becoming 
a  "racketeer"  that  is  second  only  to 
the  faculty.  Some  of  his  newest 
rackets  are:  shoe  mending,  which  is 
as  close  as  he  will  ever  come  to  sav- 
ing souls;  selling  of  strange  and 
fantastical  coupons,  and  the  Senior 
class. 

Then  there  is  the  rumor  that  our 
man  DeKeiffer  is  still  trying  to  be 
the  one  man  on  campus.  The  lat- 
est is  that  he  is  "jellying"  around 
"Jimmy"  Bates,  Junior  class  Social 
chairman.  Could  it  be  that  he  wants 
to  lead  a  wing  in  the  near  future? 

Ole  Paul  Cummins  makes  an- 
other publicity  splurge  and  wins  for 
him  both  a  mate  and  the  title  of 
"the  greatest  self-publicity  agent 
since  "Reb"  Russell.  Lots  of  luck 
and  things  to  you,  Paul  and  Ruth! 

We  have  heard  considerable  men- 
tion of  "the  great"  James  Evans, 
who  is  impressing  the  new  boys 
around  here  of  his  prowess.  He 
carefully  explains  how  N.  U.  loses 
football  games  this  year  and  fin- 
ishes up  with  the  statement  that 
"we  don't  appreciate  a  good  man 
until  he  is  gone."  Well,  he  may 
have  been  a  good  man  but  still  we 
don't  appreciate  him. 

Then  there  is  Samuel  and  Randy 
and  Pi  Phis  and  5  o'clock  a.  m.  and 
South  Bend.     Isn't  this  enough? 

From  the  bleak  rooms  of  Com- 
merce building  comes  the  echo  of 
a  certain  accounting  prof  named 
Gillespie,  who  confessed  that  he  was 
just  a  "big  bundle  of  muscles"  and 
that   he     desired     the    sophisticated 


title  of  ''Butch."  Here's  material 
for  the  wrestling  team,   Coach! 

William  Mesick  has  confessed 
that  the  "Sigma  Chis"  are  saving 
him    for    the    Junior   Prom    queen. 

Is  it  true  that  the  beaming  Theta 
pledge  flipped  a  coin  to  see  who  she 
would  go  to  the  Navy  dance  with? 
If  so,  the  good  looking  Sig  Alph 
lost  for  "Stewy"  is  taking  her  and 
Stan  Jacobs  gets  to  read  a  Colliers. 

Before  the  ball,  we  are  placing 
our  few  bucks  on  either  Bee  "Wants 
Publicity"  McCurdy  or  Miss 
Dodge  to  win  the  queen  contest. 
Not  that  we  think  they  are  so 
superior  but  because  their  escorts 
are  President  of  Sextant  and  Pub- 
Itctty  manager,  who  will  probably 
count  the  votes.  Here  may  we  also 
congratulate  Denson  on  saying 
"How  do  you  do"  now  instead  of 
the   insipid    "Howsit." 

From  the  Delta  Gamma  house 
comes  an  inquiry  as  to  why  Bar- 
bara Johnson  slips  and  falls  near 
the  victrola?  Could  it  be  because 
of   her   new   equipment? 

Then  there  is  the  story  of  a  Wil- 
son Ave.  romance  between  a  Cliff 
Weakes  and  a  Mona  Roberts.  As 
Ted  Weems  would  say  "Oh 
Mona!" 

Why  does  a  graduate  and  former 
Sigma  Nu  call  Underwood,  Mc- 
Millan, and  Black  of  the  Alpha  Phi 
lodge  "the  three  daughters  of 
Hell?"  And  speaking  of  Sigma  Nus, 
have  you  heard  about  the  letter  El- 
mer Johnson  received  from  a  "Mar- 
ian" who  signs  it  "Increasing  love" 
or  something  like  that? 

We  understand  that  a  Phi  Gam 
freshman  is  dating  the  same  girl 
that  Wes  Browne  dates.  As  Wes 
is  Intercollegiate  wrestling  king  we 
might  say  "Watch  out  Wes — and 
don't  try  matching  Nichols." 

As  to  Fredder  Vedder,  prexy  of 
the  M.  U.,  who  writes  those  bor- 
ing and  sickening  editorials  in  the 


Daily,  what  about  what  he  was 
doing  back  in  a  secluded  booth  at 
the  Junior  class  luncheon  with 
Elaine  Van  Scoy.  "These  leetle 
lady"  has  confessed  that  she  is  the 
smoothest  dancer  in  the  Big  Ten. 
What  an  inferiority  complex! 

We  hate  to  mention  the  Daily 
staff  but  Larry  Scott  has  been  go- 
ing down  to  the  Orrington  Hotel 
to  see  freshman  Romona  Miller.  As 
some  one  has  sung  "Romona.  the 
mission  bells  are  ringing!"  Then 
our  friendly  enemy  the  columnist — 
Dorothy  "dempsey"  Dunnion,  who 
fainted  in  the  Daily  office  the  other 
afternoon.  We  don't  blame  you — • 
Demp  ole  gal,  we  can't  receive  that 
bunch  of  mugs  up  at  the  Daily 
either — they're  so  uncouth.  And 
why.  Miss  Dunnion,  did  you  sign 
your  article  "a  pinch  hitter"  when 
you  wrote  it  yourself?  Anyway 
the  editor  said  it  was  cleaner  be- 
cause he  thought  you  didn't  write 
it.      Good  old  moral  Brunton! 

Then  I  wonder  how  "Shadow," 
who  is  also  called  "Weasel"  and  is 
a  half-pint  Sig,  liked  the  reply  to 
his  editorial  by  M.  L.  S.  This  per- 
son hit  him  with  everything  but 
an  axe  and  told  him  everything  but 
to  "stand  up"  when  he  walks 
around.  Nevertheless,  we  agree  with 
Shadow  on  some  parts  and  if  M. 
L.  S.  says  we  are  a  lame  brain — ■ 
we  off^er  our  card  and  ask  "it"  to 
choose  its  weapons. 

Also  we  offer  congrats  to  the 
blonde  Gamma  Phi  who,  it  has  been 
rumored,  is  going  to  help  the  foot- 
ball team  break  training. 

This  is  the  same  little  lady,  in- 
cidentally, who  has  caused  so  much 
dissension  in  the  Phi  Gam  house. 
We  understand  that  they're 
paddling  any  of  their  freshmen  who 
take  her  out.  Great  Harry's  ghost! 

Then  there  is  the  rumor  that 
Marg  Cooper  has  placed  herself  out 
of  circulation  and  in  an  awful  mess 
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by  taking  a  Beta  pin  from  "Little 
Alley"  Sawyer.  Don't  forget  Margo 
that  when  you  go  to  Beta  meetings 
you  must  keep  your  word  and 
"BE  CAUTIOUS!"  as  you've  said 
you  would  on  a  first  date. 

The  popular  sentiment  of  those 
attending  Morgan's  Psychology 
lecture  on  Wednesday,  when  he 
hypnotized  a  certain  Phi  Delt 
pledge,  is  why  did  they  wake  him 
up — or  as  a  certain  Tn  Delt  ex- 
plained after  the  experiment  was 
over.    "Did    they    wake    him    up?" 

Probably  the  best  thing  at  the 
Delta  Gamma  formal  was  the  fact 
that  "Dink"  Garner,  former  cam- 
pus mess,  always  had  a  following 
of  the  girls  to  watch  him  fold  up 
his  "topper."  Evidently  the  Delta 
Gammas  had  never  seen  one  of 
these  before. 

Every  time  people  go  into  the 
new  Austin  Grill,  they  see  a  small 
colored  child  coming  out  of  the 
back  door  of  the  Delt  house.  Who? 
and  why? 

The  next  time  you  see  Betty 
Keck  at  the  Theta  house — ask  her 
why  she  ran  away  screaming  when 
two  callers  were  waiting  for  her  in 
the  hall  of  the  Theta  house.  Such 
hospitality. 

Well,  the  "omars"  are  finished 
and  there  is  a  yearning  to  go  to 
sleep  out  west — so  be  good  every- 
one. Merry  Christmas,  Happy  New 
Year  (this  is  optimistic  with  the 
"Donkey  party"  in  power)  and 
don't  forget  no  hard  feelings  cause 
you  can't  hit  a  poor  old  lady  that 
didn't  go  to  the  naval  ball  because 
her  personality  went  out  with  the 
Republican  party  and  also  because 
she  doesn't  favor  militaristic  func- 
tions. 

Hugs  and  kisses, 

Aunt  Polly. 

Roommate  (espying  new  photo- 
graph of  girl  on  the  bureau)  :  "Say, 
I  thought  you  said  that  girl  was 
good-looking." 

The  other  guy:  "Oh,  she  is.  She 
was  sitting  down  in  that  picture." 

Randolph  Macon  "Old  Maid" 


A  Tip  from 

AUNT  POLLY 


The  names  of  the  coming  issues  of 
the  PURPLE  PARROT  are: 
COLLEGE  HUMOR  BURLESQUE 

A  bit  of  snappy  satire   centered   around 
collegiana. 

CHARITY  BALL 

The   school's   biggest   social   event   given 
the  once  over. 


SPRING 


NUT 


Dissertations  on  love. 


An  issue  written  by  thirteen  members  of 
the  tertain  group  of  the  schizophrenic 
class.  (Yes,  they're  Northwestern  students, 
too.) 

SENIOR 

34  formulas  will  be  given  to  the  gradu- 
ating class  on  "How  to  make  money 
though   a   Northwestern   graduate." 

Kaylor  Northway,  "Dracula"  Hullinger,  Lott,  Nowi- 
son,  and  Hindley  stand  ready  to  wield  a  wicked 
pen  on  the  above  named  subjects.  "Short  Job" 
Wieland,  Mary  Ann  Timmons,  Smith,  Catlin,  Janis 
will  back  up  the  copy  with  nifty  art  work. 


For  $1.00  (one  dollar]  you  can  send  the  remaining 
five  copies  of  The  PURPLE  PARROT  to  one  of  your 
friends.  It's  no  use  being  selfish  about  this — let 
your  friend  be  in  the  "know."  It  is  an  excellent 
little  remembrance. 


Here  is  my  $1.00  for  the  five  remaining  issues  of 
The   PURPLE   PARROT. 
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The  Parrot  Squawks 

Editorial  Notes  and  Comment 


IT  GAVE  us  a  feeling  of  a  newfound  surety  to  attend 
Mr.  Crosby's  excellent  ball  and  dance  to  the  strains 
of  an  orchestra  internationally  known  for  its  smart- 
ness. The  social  season,  we  realized,  again  was  offi- 
cially here,  and  more  like  a  phoenix  than  a  Parrot 
we  rose  from  the  dead  Autumn  ashes  and  almost 
smiled. 

For  after  all  there  is  a  touch  of  something  in  the 
stiff-bosomed  shirt  and  wing  collar  which  makes  the 
whole  world  kin.  What  matter  though  pockets  may 
be  empty  and  business  suits  frayed;  what  matter 
though  exams  lie  close  ahead  and  the  world  seems  not 
as  young  as  it  once  was;  given  a  satin  lapel  and  patent 
leathers  and  a  cigarette  upon  which  you  can  draw 
deeply,  you  suddenly  acquire  a  more  arrogant,  as- 
sured, debonair  feeling  and  while  the  ship  may  be  sink- 
ing you  feel  safe  in  the  knowledge  that  you  can  go 
down  like  a  gentleman. 

Given  glistening  shirt  fronts  on  the  men  and  gleam- 
ing white  shoulders  and  arms  and  new  permanent 
waves  and  an  extraordinary  touch  of  feminine  allure 
about  the  women,  you  have  something  to  be  happy 
over.  From  our  roost  in  the  balcony  we  looked  down 
on  the  floor  and  saw  charming  smiles  and  suave  steps 
and  young  men  who  looked  handsome  and  young 
women  who  were  beautiful,  and  it  presented  a  smart, 
sophisticated,  altogether  intelligent  scene. 

Of  course  we  spoiled  our  own  pleasure.  We  walked 
down  and  heard  the  conversation,  and  found  that  it 
was  far  from  being  as  adult  or  smart  or  intelligent  as 
the  scene  in  which  it  was  being  conducted.  Just  the 
same  old  show  with  better  costumes  and  smarter  scen- 
ery. That,  of  course,  brought  on  a  momentary  fit  of 
pessimism  as  we  realized  that  even  a  straw  man  can 
stand  up  straighter  in  a  stiff  shirt.  But  our  pessimism 
soon  passed  and  we  smiled  beatifically  again.  The 
social  season  is  a  charming  time,  and  we're  glad  to  see 
it  back — even  if  a  fraternity  brother  hasn't  returned 
our  white  vest  which  looked  so  fine  with  his  borrowed 
tails. 


In   Reply  to  Dean   Hibbard 

WE  READ  with  rather    avid    interest    Dean    Hib- 
bard's   guest   editorial   in    our    foolish    contem- 
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porary's  columns,  and  we  find  ourselves  disagreeing 
with  him  again.  He  is  eruditely  glad  to  see  the  Circus 
and  Hobo  Day  and  those  other  remnants  of  CoUegiana 
disappearing,  and  he  is  encouraged  because  the  grade 
averages  are  rising.  He  thinks  it  is  a  good  and  healthy 
sign.     But  we  don't  like  it. 

For  young  people,  we  think,  are  romantics  —  and 
romantics  going  through  a  stage  of  life  and  a  time  of 
the  world  when  illusions  are  toppling  to  the  ground. 
There  are  two  courses  open  to  romantics  under  those 
circumstances.  Byron,  with  his  far  from  exemplary 
life,  illustrates  one  course.  Briefly  it  involves  the  gos- 
pel of  wine,  women,  and  song.  The  other  course  is 
to  sublimate  youthful  energies  to  some  sort  of  mental 
and  physical  exhaust  valve — and  the  Circus  and  Hobo 
Day  and  other  remnants  of  collegiana  offered  that 
valve.  Young  people  who  are  not  romantics  spend 
their  time  studying,  but  they  are  in  the  minority. 

Consequently,  while  grades  may  be  rising  (and  no 
doubt  they  are  for  the  students  are  smarter,  depression- 
ridden  parents  are  demanding  better  grades,  and  any- 
way here's  nothing  much  left  to  do  but  study)  we 
have  noticed  at  the  same  time  a  very  great  rise  in 
Byronism,  and  we  regret  to  see  youthful  color  turn- 
ing a  little  away  from  the  red  color  of  low  grades,  but 
also  toward  the  colorless  essence  of  juniper. 

But  then  we're  a  romantic,  and  we  never  could  agree 
with  Dean  Hibbard  on  lots  of  things.  We  sigh  for 
more  spirit,  bigger  Hobo  days,  louder  circuses,  inaner 
contests,  and  loud,  flashy  color.  We  deplore  the  pass- 
ing of  rampant  individualism  from  the  campus  even 
as  we  deplore  its  passing  from  the  world  outside,  and 
we  think  that  though  the  forehead  may  be  larger  the 
general  stature  of  today's  student  as  a  man  is  smaller 
than  it  used  to  be.  And  probably  that's  why  we're 
a  Parrot  editor  and  Mr.  Hibbard  is  dean  of  a  col- 
lege. Besides  we  just  happened  to  think  that  he  told 
us  he  never  reads  this  magazine  anyway — which  in- 
cidentally doesn't  decrease  our  admiration  for  him. 
He's  a  splendid  dean  and  a  man  of  tall  stature  him- 
self— even  if  we  do  think  he's  wrong  about  Hobo 
Days. 
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Notes  on  the  Month 

The  finest  moment  of  the  football  season,  in  our 
estimation,  occurred  between  the  halves  of  the  Ohio 
game  when  a  silver  tongued  trumpet  went  straight  to 
thousands  of  hearts  with  Quaecwnque  Sunt  Vera, 
bringing  deep-hidden  thoughts  and  emotions  to  the 
minds  of  many  a  person  ...  If  Stewie  Merrill  and 
Sparky  Smith  and  Mary  Anne  Timmons  develop  in 
their  art  work  the  depression  in  the  PARROT  should  . 
be  over  in  a  few  years.  They're  all  freshmen,  you 
know  .  .  .  And  dammit  (yes,  we  said  it  and  we  mean 
it)  we're  still  losing  hair  and  courage  looking  for 
bigger  and  better  humorists.  We  can't  even  locate 
any  bushels,  let  alone  lights  hidden  under  them  .  .  . 
Say  what  you  will  of  The  Pugger,  he  had  color  and 
rhythm  and  is  a  swell  guy.  We  wonder  how  many 
thousands  of  dollars  he  brought  into  the  university 
tills  .  .  .  College  Humor  asked  us  to  tell  them  about 
our  most  unusual  campus  event,  peculiar  and  out- 
standing to  this  campus  alone.  There's  a  sweet  one 
to  answer,  what  with  all  the  abolitions  going  on! 
Anyway  we  told  'em  Charity  Ball.  Do  you  agree? 
...  At  a  round  table  parley  held  one  Saturday  last 
month  the  attendance  was  outrageously  small.  At  a 
free  party  we  know  of  on  the  same  day  the  attend- 
ance was  also  small.  What  do  the  students  want, 
anyhow?  .  .  .  Also  should  we  be  an  all-humor  month- 
ly like  Judge  or  a  half-humor — half-regular  magazine 
like  College  Humor?  We'd  like  your  opinion  on  the 
matter  .... 


Warm   Note  on  an  Old   Subject 

T  TOLLY  and  pine  trees  and  rosy  cheeks.  Snowfall 
and  parties  and  red  logs  burning.  Plum  puddings 
and  hot  punches  and  fruit  cake  and  nuts.  As  you 
spread  over  the  country,  hurrying  home  for  the  season 
when  everybody  seems,  somehow,  to  become  a  little 
happier  and  a  little  more  natural  than  usual,  take  with 
you  the  very  sincere  Merry  Christmas  and  Happy  New 
Year  of  those  of  us  who  put  out  this  magazine.  If 
Santa  brings  us  depression  relief  and  a  couple  new 
jokesters  we'll  be  happy:  we  hope  he  brings  you 
aplenty  from  all  good  things  he  has.  As  for  us,  we're 
going  back  to  a  town  where  they  still  have  to  use 
mistletoe  to  do  it,  and  there  are  no  Daily  surveys  on 
private  subjects.  That  is,  if  the  syndicate  stories 
didn't  make  the  Hamilton  papers  and  the  parental  eye, 
we're  going  back! 

—J.  K.  N. 


"You    oughtta   try   Oxnema   for   them 
pimples,   Joe." 

She  looked  quite  alluring  in  the 
dress  that  she  wore, 

I  called  it  a  Biblical  gown — he  got 
sore; 

He  wished  to  know  why;  my  re- 
sponse was  quite  bold, 

I  said  it  was  sort  of  a  "Lo  and 
Behold." 


It  was  on  the  merry-go-round  at 

Riverview  Park, 
That  I  met  her  one   day,  with  a 

casual  remark. 
And  I've  been  going  around  with 

that  same  girl  ever  since. 

His    mother   exclaimed,    "Girls    are 

fools  to  wed," 
He    responded    with    wisdom,    and 

answering  said, 
"What  else  can  man  marry,  they're 

all  that  remain. 
In  a  world  once  replete  with  a  type 

much  the  same." 


I  asked  the  Mayor  of  New  York 
City  yesterday  if  I  could  buy  Cen- 
tral Park. 

Did  you  get  it? 

Well,  not  exactly  .  .  .  but  he 
gave  me  the  Bronx  instead. 

Frank  Firefly:  What's  become  of 
our  old  friend  Joe  Bug? 

Carl     Caterpiller:     Oh,     he     got 
moth-balled  down  at  the  meeting. 
Texas  "Battalion" 
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Quad  -W  r  a  n  g  I  e 

A  TOO  TRUE  STORY 
by  Norm   Elliott 


Midnight.  The  west  quad. 
(Either  the  west  west  quad  or  the 
east  west  quad,  whichever  one 
houses  your  girl  friend.)  Quiet- 
ness envelopes  the  scene.  Speaking 
of  envelopes,  did  you  hear  of  the 
pugnacious  postage  stamp  that  had 
to  take  a  heavy  pasting  because  it 
didn't  know  when  it  was  licked?) 
A  cold  November  moon  casts  its 
clouded  luminescence  over  the  hard, 
brown  sod  that  separates  the  two 
rows  of  white,  begabled  sorority 
houses.  To  the  east,  above  the 
shivering  and  leafless  elms,  the 
hands  on  the  wan,  pallid  face  of 
the  U.  H.  clock  point  to  high 
heaven  in  silent  supplication. 
(Probably  praying  for  the  bell  to 
be  on  time  for  once.  Sure 
enough — )  Twelve  solemn  notes 
ring  out  from  the  tower,  are  re- 
flected against  the  walls  of  the 
quiescent  buildings,  and  then  leave 
the  scene  forever,  to  be  lost  some- 
where in  the  great  west.  (If  the 
night  is  clear,  they  can  be  heard  as 
far  away  as  the  elevated  tracks.) 

But  lo!  What  is  this?  Hisst! 
Two  figures  enter  the  scene.  One 
has  few  distinguishing  marks,  be- 
ing encased  in  a  heavy  garment  of 
dark  material.  (It's  a  boy!)  The 
other  is  peculiarily  brilliant.  On 
top  the  moon  catches  a  fluffy  mass 
of  blonde  hair;  beneath  a  long 
slender  pencil  of  tightly-gathered 
caracul  twinkle  two  dainty  blobs 
of  glittering  silver.  (She's  a  girl!) 
The  peace  and  calm  of  a  moment 
ago  are  disturbed  by  their  merry 
chatter  as  they  move  along  the  ce- 
ment. Now  they  turn  off  the  walk 
and  approach  the  archway  over  the 
door  of  one  of  the  houses.  Now 
they  are  lost  in  the  shadows.  (Not 
permanently,  you  understand;  just 
taking  time  out.) 

Behold!  A  new  couple  enters 
the  scene.  They  approach  another 
house    and    are    soon    lost    in    the 

FOURTEEN 


shadows.  (There  are  lots  of  shad  - 
ows  at  night.  If  you  don't  believe 
me,  just  go  out  and  count  them.) 
The  clouds  are  now  becoming 
thicker  in  the  sky  and  are  beginning 
to  hurry  around  at  a  tremendous 
rate.  (And  they  are  covering  up 
the  face  of  the  man  in  the  moon,  as 
though  ashamed  to  let  him  see  what 
is  going  on  under  his  nose,  so  to 
speak.)  Another  pair  comes  in, 
soon  followed  by  another  and  an- 
other. 

The  hour  is  getting  late.  The 
large  hand  on  the  tower  clock  has 
fallen  all  the  way  down  to  the 
bottom  of  the  dial  and  is  now 
climbing  back  to  the  top.  (What 
a  monotonous  job,  that!)  The  light 
is  getting  darker.  The  grinds  on 
the  top  floors  of  all  the  houses  arc 
beginning  to  close  their  weighty 
tomes.  Soon  the  moon  is  lost  to 
view.  (You'd  really  be  able  to 
see  it,  but  the  clouds  are  in  the 
way.)  Even  the  shadows  are  lost 
in  the  gloom.      (Depression  note.) 

From  around  the  corner  there 
now    appear    two    shapes,    walking 


leisurely  and  speaking  softly.  They 
are  not  pressed  for  time,  it  seems. 
(The  tailor  pressed  his  pants,  he 
pressed  her  hand  and  she  pressed 
her  toes  together.)  Down  the  long 
walk  they  go, — he,  a  massive  bulk 
of  stalwart  bones  and  sinew,  look- 
ing like  a  giant  in  the  dimness; 
(Yeah,  he  plays  football!)  she  a 
mere  wisp  of  delicious  loveliness  be- 
side him.  (She  lacks  about  two 
heads  of  equaling  his  height.  You 
should  see  them  on  the  dance 
floor!) 

They  pause  before  the  last  house, 
then  slowly  go  up  the  steps.  They 
stop  in  front  of  the  door.  She  ex- 
tracts a  key  from  her  purse  and 
slips  it  in  the  lock.  He  leans  for- 
ward slightly,  palming  his  hand 
against  the  wall  at  a  point  a  few 
inches  from  her  ear.  The  door  un- 
locked, she  turns  and  looks  up  at 
him,  smiling.  Slowly  he  takes  his 
hand  away  from  the  wall.  Ten- 
derly, almost  affectionately,  he  al- 
lows his  gaze  to  peer  into  her  lovely 
eyes,  bright  even  in  the  midnight 
darkness.     He  returns  the  smile  and 
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then — (By  now  every  porch  on 
the  whole  quad  is  tenanted.  Esti- 
mates have  been  made  by  important 
economists  that  if  a  minimum 
rental  fee  of  ten  cents  per  hour  were 
charged  for  the  space  immediately 
adjacent  to  the  front  doors  of  sor- 
ority houses — why,  bless  you.  there 
just  wouldn't  be  any  old  depres- 
sion. But  estimates  made  by  a  lot 
of  economists  have  to  be  discounted 
— just  like  their  notes.) 

Suddenly  a  sharp,  crisp  noise 
breaks  the  peaceful  calm.  Instant- 
ly all  is  confusion.  Dark  shapes, 
mottled  shapes,  good  shapes  and 
poor  shapes  hustle  down  and  away 
from  porch  steps.  Doors  open  and 
close  as  though  people  are  going 
through  them.  Now  a  light  flashes 
on.  Now  another.  And  another. 
And  another.  (The  whole  darn 
place  is  lit  up.)  Murmurs  of  voices 
come  from  within  and  without. 
One  obfuscated  baritone  implores 
some  unseen  person  not  to  shoot 
lest  a  precious  bottle  be  broken. 

Then,  suddenly  as  is  began,  the 
hubbub  ceases.  The  sound  of 
cleated  leather  on  cement  fades 
quickly  away  into  the  distance.  The 
lights  go  out  one  by  one.  Slowly, 
the  quiet  serenity  of  the  night 
creeps  back,  hopeful,  yet  wary. 
(You  never  can  tell  what  to  ex- 
pect from  these  college  folks,  you 
know.)  All  the  front  porches  have 
been  cleared.  That  is  all  except 
one. 

He  of  the  massive  bulk  and  the 
petite  girl  friend  quietly  steps  away 
from  the  door  of  the  last  house  in 
the  line.  Just  before  descending 
the  short  flight  of  steps,  he  stops. 
Gingerly  he  raises  his  left  hand  to 
his  face.  Tenderly,  almost  affec- 
tionately, he  starts  to  rub  his  cheek. 

The  clock  in  the  tower  intonates 
a  sleepy,   solitary  bong. 


PROFESSORS 

By  Desperate  Dave  Nowinson 

Profs  who  are  bright  and  too  energetic 

Are  a  joy  to  some  stewds — but  to  me  just  a  heddick: 

Profs  wfio  are  slow  as  molasses  in  Jan 

Should  be  butchered  at  midnight  by  some  college  man; 

Profs  who  think  they  can  bully  and  holler 
Increase  the  temperature  under  the  collar; 

Profs  who  Hue  in  a  rarified  trance 
Merit  a  spirited  kick  in  the  pants; 

Burial  right  underneath  the  campus 

For  profs  who  patronize  like  old  grampus; 

Delicate  profs  who  won't  dirty  their  handsies 
Should  be  answered  with  floral  tribute  of — pansies; 

Profs  who  run  you  ragged  and  pick 
Dates  to  remember,  require  arsenic; 

Ditto  for  those  other  hams 

Who  think  it's  not  school  sans  exams; 

Profs  who  study  a  page  ahead,  we  should  court  'em 
If  only  to  hold  the  proper  post  mortem; 

Also  due  for  a  lusty  squelch 

Are  boasting  profs  who  bet — and  then  welch: 

And  profs  who  are  always  as  meek  as  mats 
Are  just  aching  for  a  kick  in  the  slats; 

Profs  who  quote  Winchell  to  show  they're  not  solemn 
Should  soon  annex  gratis  their  own  marble  column; 

To  make  it  constructive,  I'll  add  that  my  hunch 
Is  applause  for  the  prof  who  invites  out  to  lunch. 


She's  my  li'l  radiator  ...  so 
when  she  gets  cold,  I  just  put  an- 
other quart  of  alcohol  in  her. 


Say,  baby,  do  you  feel  like  this 
all  the  time? 

Sir!  Take  your  dirty  paws  off 
me! 


Here   lies   the   body  of  a  self-made 

man 
Upon  this  shelf. 

He  did  what  no  other  man  can  .  .  . 
He  made  himself! 


.  .  .  and  there  I  was,  marooned 
on  this  desert  island  with  this 
woman. 

Oh,  you  lucky  dog! 

Lucky,  Hell!  She  was  my  wife. 


Is  she  built? 

Man  .  .  .  she  has  a  pair  of  calves 
that  would  drive  a  bull  wild! 


I  call  my  gal  Cremo  .  .  .cause 
she  came  untouched  by  human 
hands. 
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HOLLYWOOD  HIAWATHA 

By  Harry  Shaeffer 


Influenced  by  a  rainy  afternoon 
and  washed  off  my  feet  by  the 
tumultuous  torrents  of  romantic 
tears  which  I  pictured  the  angels 
shedding  in  order  to  emit  such  a 
downfall  from  the  pearly  gates  of 
the  celestial  abode,  my  soul  is  puri- 
fied and  I  am  inspired  to  bigger 
and  better  things — such  as  white- 
washing elephants. 

"The  scene  is  the  forest  primeval. 
It  (the  forest)  is  full  of  trees  (it's 
a  fact)  —  the  trees  are  full  of 
branches — the  branches  are  full  of 
Indians  —  the  Indians  are  full  of 
firewater.  Partly  because  of  this 
— the  bum  gin,  night  life,  and  dis- 
sipation— and  partly  because  it  is 
Autumn,  the  Indians  slowly  Fall 
from  the  branches.  'Tis  truly  a 
lovely  woodland  scene — but  stop! 
What  ist?  A  rustling  of  leaves — 
footsteps  —  aha  —  a  figure  appears 
(this  is  no  apparation,  'cause  figures 
don't  lie) .  It  is  none  other  than 
Hiawatha,  the  crooning  tenor,  the 
originator  of  that  famous  saying 
"Squaws  cry  for  it." 

Hiawatha:  "So  this  is  the  forest 
primeval  —  well,    well,    well.      It 


doesn't  look  much  like  Hollywood, 
but  it's  good  to  be  home  again.  I 
guess  I'll  give  the  boys  a  buzz  (gives 
big  Indian  whoopee.  5,000,  more 
or  less,  of  the  tribe  of  Chief  Grease 
in  the  Skillet  and  Chief  Laughing 
Water  on  the  Knee  flock  around  the 
knees  of  our  hero —  they're  funny 
knees,  girls,  but  they're  all  right 
once  you  get  onto  them). 

Hiawatha:  "Well,  gang,  I'm 
back  from  Hollywood,  and  I've 
made  a  talkie  of  my  poem  'Hia- 
watha,' under  a  new  movie  title, 
'Hot  Stuff  in  Indian  Summer.' 
Boys,  you  oughta  hear  the  theme 
song  of  that  picture.  It's  entitled 
'A  Red  Skin  You  Love  to  Touch', 
and  it  is  smooth — well,  I  sing  it, 
so  what  do  you  think?  Oh  yeah, 
and  another  thing,  boys  —  get  a 
load  of  this — I  didn't  come  back 
alone,  no  siree!  I  brought  back  the 
little  girl  who  played  opposite  me 
in  the  picture.  Here  she  is  now,  and 
she's  consented  to  say  a  few  words 
to  you  about  our  picture  —  Miss 
Minnie  Ha  Ha,  Hollywood's  new 
sensation." 

(Minnie   appears   from   her  hid- 


ing  place  behind  an  elephant,  and 
gracefully  stumbles  over  a  stump 
in  the  clearing.  Boys,  she's  gor- 
geous, she's  ravishing  —  she's  even 
more,  she's  pretty.  Her  face  is  her 
fortune  and  it  certainly  runs  into 
a  neat  figure.) 

Minnie:  "Thank  you,  Wat.  Big 
Chief  Grease  in  the  Skillet,  Big 
Chief  Laughing  Water  on  the 
Knee,  Mr.  Medicine  Man,  Braves, 
Squaws,  and  Papooses,  it  is  indeed 
a  great  pleasure  to  speak  to  you 
this  evening.  I  can  hardly  wait  to 
tell  you  about  my  new  talking  pic- 
ture, 'Hot  Stuff  in  Indian  Sum- 
mer,' which  has  just  been  pro- 
duced at  a  total  cost  of  three  mil- 
lion dollars,  more  or  less.  Over 
seven  thousand  people  were  used  in 
making  this  picture,  enough  to 
comprise  an  entire  city,  or  one 
twenty-sixth  of  the  population  of 
South  Dakota  during  the  rainy 
season.  The  story  of  this  picture 
was  taken  from  the  poem  'Hia- 
watha,' and  is  a  thrilling  tale  of 
love,  hate,  submarine  warfare, 
fights  in  the  clouds,  train  wrecks, 
the  fall  of  the  tower  of  Babel,  and 
above  all,  the  beautiful,  strong, 
self-sacrificing  love  of  the  well- 
known  Jack  Dalton,  of  the  Back- 
hills  fame,  for  his  faithful  dog,  Rin 
Tin  Can.  In  order  to  get  the 
scenes  for  the  forest  sequence, 
$5,000,000  worth  of  birch  trees 
were  grown  in  six  days  by  means 
of  artificial  light,  and  the  city  of 
San  Francisco  was  burned  to  the 
ground  in  order  to  allow  room  for 
them  to  grow.  In  closing  (great 
applause  from  Braves,  Squaws,  and 
Papooses)  I  wish  to  say  that  'Hot 
Stuff  in  Indian  Summer'  is  won- 
derful, and  I  hope  you  all  get  as 
much  out  of  it  as  I  did." 


Evolution  of  a  Cheer-Leader 


MINNIE'S  INN  FOR 

COLLEGE  STUDENTS 

HOURS:    7-9— 11-2— 5-? 

—HOME  COOKING— 

Don't  divorce  your  wife  because 

she  can't  cook,  eat  here,  and 

keep  her  for  a  pet. 


SIXTEEN 


PURPLE 


P  A  R  R  O  1 


THE  CO-EDS  CORNER 


Northwestern  needs  a  co-ed 
cheerer.  The  co-eds  here  seem  to 
be  so  cheerless,  that  it  is  about  time 
someone  took  them  in  hand.  Co- 
ed's corner,  in  its  modest  way,  hopes 
to  make  some  co-ed  happier.  Send 
in  that  little  puzzler.  Aunt  So 
and  so  will  unpuzzle  it  for  you. 
Aunt    (Mother's  helper)   So  and  So 

Dear  Aunt  So  and  So: 

How  does  the  sweet  innocent 
girl  from  the  country  hold  the  love 
of  a  Sigma  Nu?  I  try  to  ask  my  girl 
friends  but  when  I  say  that  he's  a 
Sigma  Nu  they  give  me  cold  stares. 
So  I  came  to  you  as  a  sweet,  sym- 
pathetic soul. 

The  Sweetheart  of  Sigma  Chi 

I  would  like  to  answer  your 
question,  but  it  might  be  censored. 
However  I  would  advise  you  to 
come  to  the  office  (we  can't  send  it 
through  the  mails)  and  get  a  little 
pamphlet  entitled  "Love  in  the 
rough."  (Remember,  gentlemen, 
this  book  is  published  by  us  and  us 
alone.  Hurry  and  get  your  copy 
before  we  are  all  out.)  I  imagine 
this  book  will  do  you  good,  dearie. 
Aunt   (Risque)   So  and  So 

Comes  the  question  of  etticut. 
What  with  cutting  this  and  that 
there  won't  be  anything  left  but 
the  cartoons. 

Dear  Aunt  So  and  So  (You  So 
and  So)  :  Is  it  right  to  cut  classes? 
I  think  classes  are  so  unnecessary, 
don't  you? 

Yours,  A  Prodigy 

Yes,  I  think  classes  are  so  un- 
necessary. Dear  me!  After  all,  we 
are  paying  our  old  man's  hard 
earned  dough.     Why  should  we  be 


made  to  go  to  class?  I  think  classes 
are  entirely  unnecessary,  should  be 
abolished,  and  Hobo  Days  installed 
in  their  place.  Think  of  the  fun  at 
dear  old  Northwestern — Derbies  be- 
ing smashed,  babies  being  mangled 
and  everybody  having  a  gay  time. 
Aunt   (Fun's  Fun)  So  and  So 

Aunt   (Takes  life  easy)  So  and  So 
Dear  Aunt  so  and  so: — 

I  think  you  write  so  humorously 
(Ed.  Note.  This  must  be  another 
prodigy)    and   yet   understandingly 


of  us  women  that  I  cannot  help  but 
think  you  are  a  woman.     And  yet 
— tee  hee — I  have  my  doubts. 
Yours' 
Just  a  Simple  Maid. 
And    so — teehee — does    my    old 
man. 

Thus  endeth  a  great  column. 
Comments,  criticisms  and  rotten 
eggs  are  freely  solicited.  We  can 
fry  the  eggs  and  give  them  to  the 
wolf  at  the  door.  On  second 
thought,  I  think  I  will  eat  them 
myself.  By  the  way,  no  Tri-Delts 
with  sledge  hammers  will  be  ad- 
mitted to  my  office.  That  goes  for 
the  Deltas  and  their  hair  pins  too. 


"May  I  borrow  your  pencil?" 
"What  security  ya  got?" 


SEVENTEEN 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


IF  I  WERE  A  COED  AT  NORTHWESTERN 


If  I  were  a  coed  I'd  probably 
dream  of  going  to  Vassar  and  end 
up  at  Northwestern.  I'd  begin  by 
concentrating  on  some  sweet  and 
sincere  fellow  and  laying  off  the 
poor,  popular  athletes  who  are 
neither.  They  find  it  sufficiently 
difficult  keeping  scholastically  eli- 
gible, without  my  complicating 
their  social   availability. 

I  would  arrange  my  school 
schedule  so  that  my  evenings  were 
free  and  educate  my  ears  to  tune  in 
on  joke  broadcasting  without  my 
whole  apparatus  succumbing  to 
hysterics.  I  would  never  permit 
myself  to  be  promoted  into  going 
to  Wilmette  harbor — not  in  the 
daytime.  I  would  avoid  both  the 
titters  and  the  jitters. 

My  secondary  program  would 
include  a  course  in  male  philan- 
thropy where  I  would  do  as  much 
good  as  I  could  for  the  right  man 
and  still  be  on  a  statistical  equality 
with  Ivory  soap.  College  men  are 
plastic  and  mentally  and  morally 
seduceable.  A  clever  woman  can 
make  or  break  a  man.  Right  now 
all  the  men  on  the  campus  appear 
to  be  broke. 

I'd  take  the  initiative.  I'd  put 
aside  a  dime  every  time  I  saw  a 
nice  girl  and  at  the  end  of  the  day 
I'd  take  my  twenty  cents  and  treat 
my  date  to  a  hot  chocolate  and 
some  philosophical  ruminations  on 
the  new  feminist  movement.  I'd 
call  him  up  regularly  and  let  him 
know  somewhere  an  urge  was  call- 
ing. 

I  would  refrain  from  talking 
about  the  former  boy  friend  with 
the  Packard  roadster  when  my 
present  companion  was  worried 
about  obtaining  second-hand  text 
books.  I'd  do  my  best  to  keep  con- 
versation   on    a    respectable    level, 

EIGHTEEN 


by   Kenn   Hindley 

about  mid-way  between  Ballyhoo 
and  the  Old  Testament. 

If  I  had  a  Cadillac- 16  I  would 
not  drive  around  trying  to  impress 
people  or  pick  up  campus  celebri- 
ties and  share  in  a  reflected  halo  of 
popularity.  In  fact  I'd  trade  in 
the  Caddy  for  an  Austin  and  a 
Ford.  I'd  drive  the  Austin  to 
school  and  tell  my  friends  I  was 
keeping  the  big  car  in  the  garage 
for  the  winter. 

I  would  never  be  evasive  when 
cross-examined  as  to  my  biological 
status.  I'd  be  frank  about  every- 
thing. If  my  father  was  some- 
thing unmentionable,  such  as  a 
bootlegger  or  a  Phi  Delt,  I'd  admit 
it  and  face  the  music.  I'd  try  to 
improve  rushing  week  and  take 
some  of  the  barbarianism,  alcohol- 
ism, and  cynicism  out  of  it.  I 
would  also  put  the  shadow  of  the 
W.  C.  T.  U.  and  Humane  Society 
on  all  hash  sessions. 

I  would  not  permit  my  eyes  to 
make  suggestions  that  the  rest  of 
my  anatomy  would  not  back  up. 
I'd  avoid  being  superficial  and  a 
perpetual  poser.  I'd  try  to  be  as 
natural  as  I  could  without  crawl- 
ing. 

I'd  never  come  to  Northwestern 
expecting  to  find  my  ideal  man  or 
future  husband  although  I  would 
try  to  discover  likely  and  likeable 
substitutes.  I'd  never  come  to  the 
campus  entertaining  such  myths  as 
would  leave  me  gorgeously  disil- 
lusioned after  a  few  weeks  of  gen- 
uine campus  association. 

I  would  try  to  maintain  my  in- 
dividuality but  not  by  such  dubious 
methods  as  doing  things  sensation- 
ally, posing  as  supremely  dumb  or 
yet  as  dreadfully  sophisticated  and 
nonchalant,  or  by  the  complete 
capitulation  and  surrender  of  my 
convictions  on  the  altar  of  higher 
education.  I  do  not  want  to  be 
just  another  platitude  blonde. 

I'd  have  a  spare  smile  or  two  for 


those  poor  young  men — I  have  the 
Wranglers  in  mind — who  have 
taxed  mother  love  beyond  endur- 
ance. I'd  have  miles  of  smiles  for 
them.  In  fact  will  power  alone 
would  keep  me  from  laughing  out 
loud.  I'd  be  a  diplomat.  I'd  take 
confessions  but  never  make  any. 
I'd  be  gloriously  candid  with  my 
boy  friends.  I'd  teii  them  to  their 
faces,  both — if  they're  two-faced, 
that  I  neither  drink,  smoke,  dance, 
pet,  nor  play  bridge  but  to  come 
over  some  night  as  I  must  do  some- 
thing. 

I  would  not  try  to  reform  any- 
body or  assist  in  the  distribution  of 
scandal.  I'd  cut  out  slapping  on 
the  dog.  I  would  not  let  my  heart 
become  heavy-laden  for  the  lousy 
friends  I've  had. 

I  would  not  put  on  an  act  fo' 
the  benefit  of  my  instructors  an, 
professors.  I'd  sooner  fail  with  my 
honor  intact  than  pass  without  it. 
It  will  be  rough  sailing  for  poor 
little  me  on  the  high  "C's"  but  I 
must  get  a  seal  on  my  diploma 
without  getting  a  blot  on  my  es- 
cutcheon, if  you  know  what  I 
mean.  I  would  never  blah-blah: 
"Yes,  dear  Bill — you  remember 
charming  Billy.  He's  married  to 
that  blondie  and  away  potting 
around  Oxford.  What  a  shame. 
Carey's   monopolized." 

My  motto  would  be:  frown  on 
the  faculty,  fawn  on  the  collegians. 

I'd  walk  around  campus  demur- 
ly  as  if  I  were  talking  my  school 
work  seriously  and  business  came 
first,  but,  if  the  day  was  nice,  the 
lake  breeze  just  right  and  a  certain 
man  came  along  —  who  can  tell? 
I  would  never  become  such  a  popu- 
lar figure  in  well-known  milkshake 
dispensaries  that  the  waiter  would 
bring  me  my  order  without  first 
handing  me  a  menu.     I'd  date  any 
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body  who  interested  me  personally 
regardless  of  advice  of  sorority  sis- 
ters or  friendly  advisers. 

I'd  make  a  vow  never  to  write 
a  theme  in  the  first  person  or  trust 
a  Sigma  Nu.  I'd  try  to  make  the 
library  my  home.  (Home:  the 
place  one  goes  when  everything 
else  is  closed.)  I'd  care  more  about 
seeing  Dad's  name  at  the  bottom  of 
a  friendly  letter  than  on  a  check.  1 
really  would,  I  think.      I  hope. 

I'd  start  in  by  refusing  to  go 
any  sorority  until  I  was  shown 
how  much  pro  rata  on  the  pro- 
posed 1952  expansion  program  I 
would  be  assessed.  I'd  be  inde- 
pendent and  walk  up  to  the  house 
mother  and  say:  "Cheerio,  Ma.  Off 
to  the  library  and  I'm  not  afraid  of 
the  lion  roaring.  Back  at  ten." 
I'd  act  discreetly,  dress  simply,  and 
talk  sagaciously.  I'd  do  every- 
thing I  said  I  would  if  I  were  a 
coed.     Yeah.     Like  hell! 


SHORT  STORY 

We  are  twins — we  look  alike. 

Back  in  our  grammar  school 
days,  my  brother  used  to  throw 
paper  wads  at  the  teacher  —  she 
spanked  me.  She  didn't  know  the 
difference,  but  I  did. 

Then  we  grew  up — my  brother 
got  in  a  fight,  but  the  judge  fined 
me  S500.  He  didn't  know  the 
difference,  but  I  did. 

We  started  to  college — I  fell  in 
love  with  the  smoothest  girl  in  all 
the  world — a  Tri  Delt  (shut  up — 
I  said  she  was  a  Tri  Delt,  and  she 
was  gorgeous,  too) .  She  was  a 
dream — just  like  the  beacon  that 
shines  out  at  the  end  of  a  long 
and  stormy  trail.  We  were  to  be 
married,  but  my  brother  got  to  the 
church  ahead  of  me  and  married 
my  girl.  She  didn't  know  the  dif- 
ference, but  I  did. 

But  last  week  I  got  even  for 
everything.  First  I  got  sick,  and 
they  put  him  to  bed.  Then  I  died 
and  they  buried  him — Heaven  help 
his  soul. 


Wife:  "Do  you  know  that  you 
haven't  kissed  me  for  weeks?" 

The  inevitable  Absent-minded 
professor:  "Dear  me,  whom  have 
I  been  kissing?" 


"Darling,  I'm  so  miserable  when 
I'm  not  with  you!" 

"Oh,  if  I  could  be  sure  of  that 
I'd  be  so  happy!" 


"What  I  say  is  that  if  a  woman 
is  good-looking,  the  higher  edu- 
cation is  unnecessary." 

"Yes,  and  if  she  isn't,  it  is  inade- 
quate." 


firuN 


"But,  sir,  the  DAILY  misquoted  me!" 


LISTEN,  SERGT.  KILMER! 
I  know  that  I  can  always  see 
A  poem  lovely  as  a  tree. 

A  poem  blooming  in  the  spring, 
With  rhythm,   rhyme   and   every- 
thing ; 

A  poem  Smith  and  Downey  croon. 
That     rings      with      "soon"      and 
"moon"  and  "June"; 

A  poem  handy  for  a  theme 
To    go    with    yeast,    cigars,    skin 
cream ; 

Which  mothers  know  will  be  all 

right 
For  gifted  offspring  to  recite. 

Any  guy  can  plant  a  tree. 
But  poems  are  made  by  gents  like 
me. 

— David  Nowinson 


Hula  Dancer:  "How  did  you  get 
in  the  circus?" 

Muscle  Dancer:  "Oh,  I  just 
muscled  in!" 


UNEMPLOYMENT  RELIEF 
If  wishes   were  horses — America 

could  use  three  million  more  street 

cleaners. 


Are  you  an  athlete? 

Well,  I'm  a  jumper. 

A  jumper! 

Oh  yes,  I  jump  at  conclusions. 


Do  you  box? 

Well,  no  .  .  .but  you  should  see 
me  wrestle  with  temptation! 

Surgeon  (to  patient  about  to  be 
cut)  All  right  now  son!  Get  in 
there  and  show  'em  yer  guts! 


"What  a  tight  squeeze  that  was'" 
murmured  the  coed  as  the  football 
player  relinquished  his  clutch. 


Can  she  dance? 

Well  .   .   .  she  sure  does  a  mean 
Rumble  Seat  Rhumba! 


Can  she  drive  a  car? 
Well,  no  .  .  .  but  she  has  a  deaf 
and  dumb  chauffeur. 

I'm  a  real  estate  owner  now! 

The  hell  you  say! 

Yeah,  my  wife  just  gave  me  hell. 


Do  you  dance? 

Well,  I  was  assistant  instructor 
at  St.  Vitus  Academy  for  four 
years. 


Mrs.  Noah:  "What  is  the  matter 
with  the  camel,  dear?" 

Noah:  "The  poor  beast — he  has 
both  fleas  on  him." 


POME 
A  city  and  a  chorus  girl 
Are  much  alike,  'tis  true; 
A  city's  built  with  outskirts, 
A  chorus  girl  is  too. 
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THE   PERFECT 


PARROT 


(If  the 


movi 


The  first  move  to  make  for  a 
perfect  Northwestern  dance  is  not 
to  jump  into  the  king-row  but  to 
have  the  faculty  and  chaperones 
bound  and  gagged  in  the  cellar  of 
a  Cleveland,  Ohio  drug  store.  Then 
the  next  objective  would  be  to  have 
every  light  in  Chicago  and  Evans- 
ton  turned  out.  The  dance  would 
of  course  be  held  in  a  special  built 
room,  large  enough  for  the  few 
Northwestern  "airplane"  dancers  to 
wiggle  and  scoot  without  contin- 
ually bumping  into  the  couples 
that  were  dancing  in  a  civilized 
manner.  But  now  the  question 
arises — if  the  faculty  were  in  Ohio 
and  the  lights  out — who  would  be 
dancing  but  the  Austin  scholars  and 
the  child  prodigies?  To  settle  this 
problem,  we  would  go  to  Wash- 
ington (in  case  some  of  youse  say 
that  he  is  dead  we  make  it  plain  by 
saying  the  White  House — and  this 
is  not  a  new  speakeasy  yet — remem- 
ber   the    Republicans    are    still    in 


e$  are  right) 

by   Ned   Hullinger 

Isham  Jones  because  he's  baldheaded 
and  when  cigarettes  were  lit — he 
would  give  the  impression  that  the 
moon  was  up — thus  solving  a  prob- 


power)  anyway  we  would  go  to 
see  that  a  law  was  passed  stating 
that  everyone  attending  the  North- 
western Prom  would  be  compelled 
to  dance  at  least  one  dance.  Then 
we  would  have  located  in  the  four 
corners  of  this  immense  room  such 
orchestras  as  Cab  Calloway,  Ted 
Weems,  Isham  Jones,  and  Guy 
Lumbago — pardon  it's  Lombardo. 
We  select  Cab  Calloway  to  play  in 
the  darkest  corner  so  that  with  the 
lights  out  it  will  be  impossible  to 
see  but  just  to  hear.  Also  there 
would  be  tickets  sold  to  only  cer- 
tain people  to  dance  in  this  over- 
crowded corner.  (Dance  means 
dance  in  this  case.)  We  chose  Guy 
and  the  Royal  Canadians  because 
they  could  bring  in  the  supply  di- 
rect from  across  the  border.  We 
picked  Ted  Weems  because  he's  got 
a  band  that  plays  so  well  by  ear — 
in  fact  drop  in  to  see  one  of  his  boys 
play  the  piano  with  his  ear.  Then 
of  course  there  always  is  the  ear- 
drum.    And  lastly  we  would  have 


lem  for  the  "slower-thinking"  boys. 
Next  we  would  have  the  floor 
tilting  in  eight  angles  and  revolving 
furniture.  The  people  that  aren't 
drunk  always  wish  they  were  and 
those  that  are  "blotto"  always  wish 
they  weren't — so  this  last  adjust- 
men  would  make  everyone  happy. 
This  move  of  having  the  lights  out 
would  eliminate  the  playing  of 
"Let's  Turn  Out  the  Lights"  be- 
cause they  would  already  be  out  and 
as  the  party  progressed  so  would  be 
a  lot  of  the  boys.  With  the  lights 
out  it  would  be  easy  to  exchange 
dates  and  supplies.  In  fact  you 
might  take  a  blonde  to  the  party^ — ■ 
take  a  red-head  out  (for  a  cigarette 
— you  mugs)  at  intermission — and 
carry  a  brunette  home. 

As  the  music  started  you  would 
grab  someone  and  set  out  to  "kick 
the  gong  around."  After  the  one 
compulsary  dance  was  completed,  if 
your  date  wasn't  lame,  some  groups 
could  break  up  in  short  games  of 
Post-ofRce — all  right  laugh  and  say 
it's  a  child's  game  but  have  you 
played  it  recently  with  air-mail 
stamps?  Again  thinking  of  the 
more  bashful  boys,  we  could  play 
"Wire"  (it's  faster).  In  the  cen- 
ter of  this  tilted  floor  we  would 
have  rows  of  pillows  for  those  that 
"passed  out."  Here  also  couples 
could  tear  the  pillows  up  and 
feather  their  nests  but  after  all 
would  that  be  nests?  Oh  nests! 
Then  as  soon  as  people  would  get 
"eight  sheets  to  the  wind"  you 
could  have  all  the  comforts  of  your 
home  and  go  to  sleep.  This  would 
solve  of  the  problem  of  going  home. 
After  all  when  you're  drunk — you 
have  to  steal  home,  don't  you?  (un- 
less your  parent  or  house-mother 
is  a  Democrat) .  And  with  the 
lights   out   you   could   steal   lots   of 


things.  You  could  steal  second 
base  if  someone  knocked  a  fly  but 
the  fly  might  land  in  the  punch  and 
then  you  could  say,  "Waiter,  there's 
a  fly  in  my  punch!"  Ha!  the  joke's 
on  you  cause  there  isn't  any  waiters 
and  we  aren't  playing  baseball  and 
who  wants  flies  in  the  punch  when 
someone  might  put  a  spike  in  it. 
Have  you  had  your  iron  to-day? 
If  you  haven't  and  don't  like  spiked 
punch — you're  insane — no  I  mean 
then  you'll  have  to  chew  your  fin- 
ger nails  but  then  look  at  Venus  de 
Milo — there's  an  example  of  a  girl 
that  bit  her  nails  and  look  at  her 
arms  now.  Two  arms!  Two  arms! 
What  would  Venus  do  at  a  cafe- 
teria? Now  we're  getting  down  to 
the  food  question.  At  this  prom, 
we  would  have  to  have  meat  loaf 
with  one  end  made  of  gravel.  Times 
are  so  tough  that  we  just  couldn't 
make  both  ends  meet.  If  there 
wasn't  enough  of  this — we  could 
send  the  couples  out  into  the  bread 
lines — but  if  you  were  bred  on  the 
farm — you'd  have  to  be  a  biscuit  at 
this  time.  Then  there  would  be 
some  that  wouldn't  think  the 
"Queen  of  the  Prom"  would  be 
good  enough  for  a  toast  because  she 
was  a  little  crumby.  When  the 
roll  is  called  up  yonder  —  we'll 
have  to  use  dough-nuts  to  dump  in 
our  coffee  and  if  the  coffee  was  a 
little  muddy — don't  forget  that  per- 
haps it  was  ground  earlier  that  day. 
And  if  it  was  ground  how  could 
it  be  coffee? 

If  the  lights  being  out  wouldn't 
be  enough  entertainment  —  we'd 
have  to  have  India's  Mahatma  do 
the  Rhumba.  A.nd  Ghandi  rhumba? 
Boy,  I'll  say  he  can.  About  finan- 
cial backing — everyone  would  just 
have  to  bank  on  that.  The  party 
would  end  when  the  faculty  got 
loose  and  took  a  fast  train  back  to 
Evanston.  School  would  also  end 
when  they  got  back  because  there 
wouldn't  be  anyone  enrolled  in  the 
University  after  the  "expulsion 
process"  would  be  completed.  And 
with  no  studies  or  school  we  could 
all  go  out  and  get  jobs  and — oh, 
nertz — why  did  you  have  to  wake 
me  up? 
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— A  wolf  in  ship's  clothing 


Jack,    you    make    love    like    an 
amateur. 

That's  where  the  art  comes  in. 


The  only  difficult  thing  about 
proposing  to  a  girl  under  a  beauti- 
ful summer  moon  is  to  keep  from 
making  a  success  of  it. 


He:  "They  say  I  have  eyes  just 
like  my  father's." 

She:  "Well,  I  always  thought 
you  were  pop-eyed." 


You  may  not  think  these  jokes 
are  funny,  but  we  threw  a  Parrot  in 
the  fireplace,  and  the  fire  just 
roared. 


And  there  was  the  co-ed  who 
married  and  insisted  upon  having 
twin  beds.  She  kicked  till  she  got 
them. 

Cornell  "Widotu" 


The    fault    for   all    these    iceman 
jokes  lies  with  the  women,  who  al- 
ways talk  about  their  affairs.    The 
icemen  usually  hold  their  tongs. 
N.  Y.  U.  "Mercury" 


CONFESSIONS  OF  A 
GLOBE  TROTTER 

By  David  Nowinson 

I  have  been  to  India,  to  Turkestan, 
to  Greece ; 

Gamed  at  Monte  Carlo,  sunned 
myself  in  Nice. 

Yodeled  to  Swiss  mountains  un- 
der azure  skies, 

Strummed  guitars  in  Venice  to 
torrid  maiden's  eyes. 

The    Taj     Mahal?      Magnificent! 

Impressive,  too,  the  Sphinx; 
The  desert's  trackless  wastes  are 

grand    (though  not  replete  with 

drinks). 
And  Paris  is  a  splendid  spot,  as 

doubtless  many  know. 
To  live   and   laugh   and   love  and 

dream — and  let  the  Muses  grow. 

And  I  have  been  to  Germany — 
the  beer  is  really  fine — 

Most  as  stimulating  as  the  spark- 
ling Naples  wine; 

But  Scottish  bagpipes  influence — 
some  call  it  melody — 

And  so  I  went  to  Ireland — a  state, 
you  know,  that's  free; 

The  Russian  steppes,  I  found 
were  cold — the  vodka  was  quite 
hot; 

And  tea  in  jolly  London — brandy- 
flavored — hit  the  spot. 

But  now  I  am  a'weary,  the  world 
has  lost  its  zest, 

I've  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
home  is  really  best. 

And  no  more  do  I  wander — for 
as  you  will  surmise. 

Traveling  via  pamphlet  is  fa- 
tiguing to  the  eyes ! 


Dentist  (applying  tool  to  car): 
"Now  this  is  going  to  hurt  just  a 
little." 


Phi  Psi:  "What  would  you  think 
if  I  stole  a  kiss?" 

Pi  Phi:  "What  would  you  think 
of  a  burglar  who  had  a  chance  to 
steal  a  hundred  dollars  and  only 
stole  one?" 


POLLY'S  POPULAR  PIECES 

The  Reno  Song:  Here  comes  the 
bride. 

The  Canine's  Chorus:  Trees. 

The  Cigarette  Song:  Inhale,  in- 
hale the  gang's  all  here. 

The  Beauty  Parlor  Song:  That 
Mississippi  mud. 

The  New  Triplet's  Song:  Love 
is  like  that:  what  can  you  do? 

The  Deaf  and  Dumb  Song:  My 
silent  love. 

The  Eskimo  Song:  Lord,  you 
made  the  night  too  long. 

The  Just  Married  Song:  Three's 
a  crowd. 

The  Scotchman's  Song:  Let's  put 
out  the  light  .  .  .  and  go  to  bed. 

The  Billiard  Song:  And  we  kiss, 
kiss,  kiss  again. 


Cannibal  to  his  fellow-men: 
"Our  chief  has  hay  fever,  because  he 
just  finished  eating  a  grass  widow." 


Don't  worry  if  you're  at  the  foot 
of  the  class.  You  can  always  be 
a  chiropidist. 


There's   no   woman   who   won't 
walk  a  mile  for  a  compliment. 


— Morning  beconnes  electric 
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BIOGRAPHICAL  BITS 

She    was    just    a    Peach    from 

Georgia, 
A  Honey  from  the  South. 
And  the  campus  called  her  Rumor 
'Cause   she  went   from   mouth  to 

mouth. 

FAMOUS  TRAVELERS 
The  Wandering  Jew. 
Columbus. 
Marco  Polo. 
Lindbergh. 

The  travelina  salesman. 
The  Notre  Dame  team. 
Mr.  Custis'  hands. 


He:  "How  tall  are  you?" 
She:   'Tive  feet  on  the  head." 
He:   "How  tall  are  you  on  your 
feet?" 


Guide  (in  ancient  castle)  :  And 
this  is  the  moat.  Are  there  any  ques- 
tions you  would  like  to  ask? 

Tourist:  Yes.  How  could  a  per- 
son get  one  of  those  in  his  eye? 


Scholar:  "I  have  a  chance  for  the 
debating  team." 

Greek:  "I  didn't  know  that  they 
were  raffling  it  off." 
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CUSTOM  ESPANOL 

The  Song  Writer's  Lament 
Dirge  by  David  Nowinson 
He— 

O  Margerita,  fair  Senorita, 

I'd  like  to  meet  you 

In    the    splendor    of    the    moon 

above, 
O  just  a  flower  from  your  fair 

bower 
To  brighten  this  hour  of  happy 

love. 
She- 
Si,  si  Senor  but  I  deplore 
The  music  that  you  play, 
That    instrument    was    never 

meant 
To  smooth  the  lover's  way ; 
Your  modern  muse  sounds  like 

abuse — 
So  scram,  Senor,  make  tracks! 
You  might  make  par  with  gay 

guitar — 
But  I  detest  the  sax! 

Chorus — 

It's  a  custom  in  Old  Espanol, 
So    let    our    accustomed    voices 

roll 
To  the  Romance  of  Ramona 
Who's  the  Belle  of  Barcelona 
And  has  never  been  alone-a 
For  the  boys   all  telephone-a 
Call  her  up  and  call  her  down 
In  A  Little  Spanish  Town 
Where  they  never  sing  this  way 
Till  they  reach  the  USA — voices 

roll- 
It's  a  custom  in  Old  Espanol ! 


She:    "Officer,    a    man    has    been 

following  me!" 

Officer:    "Are  you  sure?" 

She:  "Yes.    I  went  back  a  couple 

of  times  to  see  if  he  was  coming." 


Editor:  Are  these  jokes  original? 
Contributor:  Yes,  I  wrote  them. 
Editor:  Well,  you  must  be  older 
than  you  look. 


"Boy,  call  me  a  taxi." 
"All  right,  mister  you're  a  taxi." 
"No,  I  mean  a  real  taxi." 
"Alright,     then,     you're    a    real 


one. 


He  had  a  taking  way — until   I 
beat  the  whey  out  of  him! 


Dear  Santa  Claus: 

Will  you  please  tell  me  what  I 
wrote  in  my  famous  book,  "The 
Ways  of  Not  Learning  Economics" 
or  "Was  it  Me"?  How  about  using 
a  Zoology  book  in  the  course,  too? 

Yours  for  more  Deiblers  (in 
fires) . 

Fritzie  Dubloo. 


Why    is    it    people    sit    like    this 

In  the  "L"  we  miss; 
And  in  the  one  we  finally  catch 

They're  crowdeduplikethis? 


There  is  one  word  in  the  Eng- 
lish language  that  is  always  pro- 
nounced incorrectly. 

What  is  it? 

Incorrectly. 


You  might  call  a  woman  pretty 
dumb,  but  when  she  sues  you  for 
breach  of  promise  she'll  swear  you 
called  her  pretty. 


Here  lies  a  girl  who  said  too 
often — "This  cigarette's  a  nail  in 
my  coffin." 

— Sun  Dial 


When  a  woman  figures  anything 
out,  men  call  it  their  feminine  intui- 
tion— when  a  man  guesses  some- 
thing he  calls  it  brains. 
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"Whaf  you  need,  Deacon,  is  a  liffle 
more  roughage" 
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THE  NEW 
450  PACKAGE 


You  can't  buy  any  stationery  at  any  price  better  suited 
to  your  informal  correspondence  than  the  new  "450 
Package."  It  is  correct  note  sheet  size,  6"x  7".  The  quality 
is  actually  better  than  found  in  many  boxes  of  high- 
priced  stationeiy. 

Give  American  Stationery  for  Christmas.  It's  a  better 
gift  than  ever  this  year.  Make  up  your  list  now  and  have 
your  Christmas  shopping  done — early,  economically 
and  thoughtfully. 

THE  AMERICAN  STATIONERY  CO. 

Orig'nu({or&  World's  Largest  Matiufactitrer  of  Printed  Note  Paper 

700    PARK    AVENUE 


IS 


HIS  note  paper 
correct  for  informal  correspondence.  We  have 
supplied  it  for  18  years  to  many  of  America's  most 
prominent  families.  It  has  been  a  favorite  also  among 
college  men  and  ■women. 

With  the  introduction  of  the  ne'w  "450  Package" 
the  cost  of  this  fine  note  paper  is  made  lo'wer  than 
ever.  It  actually  costs  less  than  cheap  stationery. 

It's  the  same  style  note  paper  -we  have  sold  for 
18  years  —  same  printed  name  and  address  —  same 
prompt  delivery  —  same  price.  But  the  quantity  is 
now  50%  greater  I 

Send  one  dollar  ($1.10  west  of  Denver  and  out- 
side of  U.  S.)  and  get  one  of  the  biggest  bargains  in 
fine  merchandise  offered  in  America.  Your  package 
printed  and  on  its  way  to  you  within  3  days  of  re- 
ceipt of  your  order.  No  agents  or  dealers.  Sold  by 
mail  only.  Absolute  satisfaction  guaranteed. 


300  Note  Sheets .  Formerly  200 
ISO  Envelopes  .  .  Formerly  \00 


450  Pieces  .  .  .  Formerly  ZOO 

K^U  Printed  with  your 
Name  and  Address 


PERU,  IND. 


The  American  Stationery  Co.,  700  Park  Avenue,  Peru,  Ind. 
Here  is  $1  for  a  box  of  "450  Stationery,"  to  be  printed  and  mailed 
as  shown  below.  ($1.10  west  of  Denver  and  outside  of  U.  S.) 
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BALANCE  SHEET 
As  of  December  I,   1932 


ASSETS 

CURRENT  ASSETS: 

A  month  to  month  bulletin  service  in  75 
fraternities  and  open  houses.  The  PURPLE 
PARROT  has  full  permission  and  access  to 
this  method  of  publicity. 

A  Service  Department,  headed  by  Frank 
Neunuebel,  to  carry  out  any  personal  con- 
tact work  for  the   month. 

A  copy  staff,  Dick  Sayers  in  charge,  to 
make  up  presentable  collegiate  advertise- 
ment for  a  special  issue. 

FIXED  ASSETS: 

The  official  monthly  advertising  medium  of 
Northwestern   University. 

1,500  student  readers  with  an  average  buy- 
ing power  per  person  of  $4.00  a  week. 

GOOD  WILL: 

We  will  be  conservative  and  set  no  figure 
down  for  this  intangible  item.  We  don't 
need  to  include  this  item  to  make  our  books 
balance. 


LIABILITIES  AND  PROPRIETORSHIP 

CURRENT  LIABILITIES: 

An  idea  that  because  the  depression  is  on 
nobody  reads  an  advertisement. 

A  notion  in  the  heads  of  some  would-be 
advertisers  that  an  insert  will  not  bring  the 
desired  results.  (We  challenge  you  any 
month  to  try  a  return  coupon  and  measure 
tho  direct  results.) 


PROPRIETORSHIP: 

Forty  ready  and  helpful  students  on  the 
business  staff  anxious  to  aid  the  advertiser 
in  any  way. 


SURPLUS: 

Success  of  The   PURPLE   PARROT  for  the 
past  26  years.    (Established  in   1906.) 


Are  you  going  to  resolve  in  1933  to  establish  yourself  with  Northwestern  trade  by  advertising  in  the 
PURPLE  PARROT?  Five  issues  remain  to  be  published  in  the  school  year.  Get  a  toe-hold  on  the  student 
trade  like  some  of  the  merchants  have  at  the  present  time  by  constantly  putting  their  name  in  print  before 
the  students.  Advertise  in  The  PURPLE  PARROT.  Contact  Dan  Kaufman,  Advertising  Manager,  Greenleaf 
6866,  and  get  all  details  on  how  to  make  an  inroad  on  student  trade. 

WILLIAM   S.   HENNINGS 
Business  Manager 
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THE  NIGHT  HAWK 

It  won't  be  so  long,  now,  before 
the  cheering  dies  down  in  the  stadia 
and  the  social  season  begins  its 
whirl.  And  even  now — with  the 
sound  of  leather  against  leather  and 
voice  against  voice  providing  rough 
and  ready  amusement  on  Saturday 
ifternoons — there  is  something  that 
catches  the  throat  and  provides 
Youth  with  many  of  those  "Golden 
Moments"  we  read  about  in  the 
soft  lights  and  sweet  music  of  Fri- 
day and  Saturday  night  dancing  at 
various  spots  in  town.  Thus  this 
department  in  which,  each  month, 
we  shall  try  to  tell  you  of  the 
worthwhile  places  to  go. 

If  you  like  dancing,  with  plenty 
of  room  for  performing  your  favor- 
ite steps,  and  with  music  by  one  of 
the  country's  best-known  bands,  the 
Aragon  still  reigns  supreme.  The 
Waltz  King  is  particularly  anxious 
to  cater  to  the  collegiate  crowd,  and 
prices  have  been  reduced.  And  you 
might  as  well  get  rid  of  that  ancient 
prejudice.  Great  numbers  of  our 
Best  People  are  Aragone  now,  and 
they  love  it.  Incidentally,  too,  the 
Sunday  matinee  dances  should  prove 
particularly  attractive  as  Things-to- 
Do  on  long  Sabbath  afternoons. 
The  Trianon  is  too  far  away  for 
Northwestern  consumption,  which 
is  a  shame  because  Bernie  Cummins 
has  one  of  the  best  Young  People's 
bands  we  know  of. 

Inside  the  city  limits  all  the  old 
stand-bys  are  going  better  than  ever. 
If  you  like  to  spend  a  little  more 
and  go  out  formal  we  suggest  the 
Congress  where  Vincent  Lopez  is 
batoneer  and  the  decorations  are  by 
Urban.  This  is  strictly  formal  both 
Friday  and  Saturday  nights.  The 
Drake  still  offers  one  of  the  best 
dance  floors  in  town,  with  the  great 
Trumpeteer,  Clyde  McCoy,  direct- 
ing the  orchestra.  And  the  prices, 
in  spite  of  the  rumor  that  seems  to 
prevail,   are   more   than    reasonable. 

Inside  the  Loop  there's  the  ever- 
reliable  College  Inn  where  Ben  is 
still  bernie-ing  them  across  the 
plate.  Crowded,  theatrical,  and  in- 
teresting. Then  the  engaging  Hal 
Kemp  and  band,  plus  a  group  of 
singers,  etc.,  is  strutting  across  the 
loop  horizon  at  the  Blackhawk.  Hal 
is  another  man  who  likes  the  college 


After  the  show  or  dance 
meet  the  gang  at 

1775  HOWARD  STREET 

(West  of  Norshore  Theatre) 

Delicious  waffles,  sandwiches, 
or  fountain  specials. 

Also 
Tasty   Luncheons   and    Dinners   at   Cut   Prices 

EDDIE  DWYER,  Manager 


We  Deliver 

Evansfon  Flower  Shop 

Floral  Designs  a  Specialty 
1729  SHERMAN  AVE.,  EVANSTON,   ILL 

Corsages  $1.00  and  up 

Gardenias         Sweet  Peas 

Fancy  Roses  50c  and  up 

Phone  GREenleaf  8843  j.  h.  McGAURAN 


crowd,    and   it    you    go   down   you 
ought  to  get  acquainted  with  him. 

There's  also  the  Beachvteiv  Gar- 
dens, under  Maroni,  which  seems  to 
be  coming  up,  particularly  in  the 
play  given  to  the  food  by  column- 
ists all  over  town.  Other  North 
Side  spots  are  the  Via  Lago  and  the 
Uptown  Village,  reasonable  in  rates 
and  interesting  to  take  in  now  and 
then.  Right  at  the  city  limits  is  the 
Limehouse.  which  features  food  and 
music.  This  spot,  close  and  reason- 
able in  rates,  should  be  more  popu- 
lar with  students. 

Worth  your  trouble  as  being 
"something  different"  is  the  Russian 
Village,  under  the  ownership  and 
management  ot  the  old  Petrushka 
crowd,  but  at  infinitely  lower  rates. 

There's  a  greater  bunch  of  or- 
chestras and  better  bargains  being 
offered  this  year  than  ever  before, 
and  you  should  take  advantage  of 
them — after  first  patronizing  your 
own  school  functions,  of  course. 

See  you  around  town. 

— Saunterer. 
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Christmas   Presents 


OLD  Sandy  Claws,   having   found   too   much  com- 
petition  on   the   street   by    the   apple    sellers    and 
bread-liners,  took  his  bag  up  in  one  of  the  rooms  of 
the  Deering  Library  and  threw  out  all  the  presents  for 
Northwestern.    Good  old  Santa  has  had  a  rather  tough 
year,  having  bet  on  Schmeling  to  defeat  Sharkey  and 
losing  his  position  on  the  House  of  David   football 
team   because    he    was    accused    of    getting    a    haircut. 
(This  proves  that  someone  in  this  world  is  making 
money  in  order  to  get  a  bean-shave.)    Someone  on  the 
faculty  screamed,    "Woodman,   spare   that   tree!"   but 
there  didn't  happen  to  be  any  woodmen  nor  any  trees 
so  we  couldn't  have  a  thing  to  decorate  but  a  lamp- 
post.   So  with  the  Mills  Brothers,  Bing  Crosby,  Kate 
Smith,  and  a  few  home-coming  Delts,  singing  Christ- 
mas carols;   the  lampost  decorated  with  gilt,   two  or 
three  fenders,  artificial  snow,  one  body,  and  a  phos- 
phorus star;  Christmas  cheer  in  the  form  of  greetings, 
bottles,  and  joyous  good- will  attitudes;  we'll  pick  up 
the  packages  and  find  out  who  got  what: 
Marjotie  Cowan  a  friend. 
Betty  McGuigan  a  black-jack  for  "D.  D." 
Dorothy  Dunnion  a  bid  from  the  Alpha  Chi's. 
Feme  Nathanson  a  clean  joke. 
Dorothy  Black  a  fraternity  pin. 
Elaine  Van  Scoy  a  few  more  houses  to  pledge. 
Jimmy  Bates  anything  but  de  Kieffer. 
Jane  Owen  a  date  with  "Schnozzle"  Durante. 
Sally  Owens  more  Lake  Forest  Academy  dances. 
Alice  Dedouch  some  clothes  with  good  color  combina- 
tions. 
"Bee"  McCurdy  better  luck  next  contest. 
Janet  Hill  a  clear  conscience. 
The  Gamma  Phi's  another  fur  coat. 
Gladys  Hactenbower  a  decent  nick-name. 
Sue  Harbottle  a  fresh  start. 
The  Wranglers  the  old  Scribbler  charter. 
The  Lambda   Chi   house   a   pledge    and   a   couple   of 

actives. 
Fredder  Vedder  a  one  way  trip  to  Europe  right  away. 
Gene  De  Kieffer  a  rope,  a  tree,  a  platform,  and  instruc- 
tions. 
Marj  Cooper  a  natural  smile. 
Whitey  Rollins  more  parties  to  supervise. 
Sextant  some  adding  machines  that  will  count  250. 
Martha  Hatton  pink  eyes  to  match  her  new  hair. 
Derby  Denson  a  Maxim  silencer. 
Bird  Legs  Early  Dick  Hanley's  legs. 
Buck  Shotts  something  to  do  for  that  salary. 
John  Henricksen  a  copy  of  Franklin  Roosevelt's  talks 

on  The  Forgotten  Man. 
Lucille  Lund,  the  senior  Theta  pledge,  a  step-ladder 
for  her  climbing. 
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Howie  Vierow  some  new  waitresses. 

Larry  Scott  a  new  bottle  of  peroxide. 

Chuck  Apley  a  voice. 

Frankie   Brunton   a   Sunday   school   class. 

Ben  Yablonky  a  key-hole. 

Hal    {Smooth-Like-a-Buzz-Saw)    Logan   a   date    for 
Prom. 

Wally  Rossborough  a  campus  date. 

Holly  Peck  a  barrel  of  Bromo. 

Marge  Hunter  fifty  per  cent  Peck  and  fifty  per  cent 
Sweeney. 

Jane  Orr  a  broadcasting  station. 

Betty  Detweiler  a  chance  to  meet  the  other  Kappas. 
After  all,  she's  not  a  Gamma  Phi. 

John  William  Crawford  an  admirer. 
Hank  Stimson  one  shot. 

Evelyn  Towey  enough  money  to  get  back  home  on. 
June  Manson  something  to  Rebember  her  by. 
Jean  Johnson  a  mirror  to  look  at  her  favorite  person- 
ality. 
Herman  Boyer  something  to  say. 
Hal  Nunn  a  new  pair  of  cords. 
Margaret  Black  a  library  of  her  own   (for  that  Illinois 

guy). 
Sig  Alfs  5,000,000  members  by  1933. 
Benny  Rawlins  a  flute. 
Bill  Mesick  some  of  his  own  poison. 
Tom  Slater  a  full  dress  suit. 
Professor  McGovern  a  moustache  and  beard  to  match 

his  hat. 
Gretchen  Mearns  more  literature  through  the  mails. 
Bill  Hennings  plenty  of  room  to  dance. 
Kay  Brockway  and  Elinor  Erickson  some  home  besides 

Vierows. 
Dean  Hahne  a  new  "last  lecture." 
Doc  Evans  a  new  string  tie. 

Art  Behrestock  a  red  flag  and  a  book  on  drama. 
The  Daily  Staff  immigration  pipers. 
Dean  Robnett  more  rules. 
Personal  Department  more  employees. 
Purple  Claw  (the  "N"  men  to  us)  no  more  free  meals. 
Paul  Cummins  twins. 
Chandler's  a  mask  and  a  revolver. 
The  Parrot  Editor  a  new  pair  of  trousers. 
Don  Sharp  a  pair  of  stilts. 
The  Parrot  a  good  write-up  in  the  Daily. 
Dean  Jimmy  amnesia. 
Willard  Hall  shower  baths. 
The    Campus    some    girls    to    go    with    that    slogan 

"Northwestern  for  her  etc." 
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When  I  Am  Cone 

Chisel  for  my  epitaph 

Something  that  will  make  men  laugh; 

Though  my  situation's  grave, 

I  will  not  let  my  tombstone  rave 

Of  qualities  I  never  had 

For  men  to  see  and  feel  quite  sad. 

Rather,  let  my  stone  cavort 

With  pleasant  lines  for  Jester's  Court: 

Say,  for  instance,   "Here  He  Lies 

Unmourned  by  Fifty  Million  Guys." 

Or  carve  out  this,  with  great  elation: 

"A  Very  Dirty  Situation." 

Or,  "When  All  Is  Said  and  Done, 

Kere's  Another  Hole  in   One"; 

'He  Told  Tall  Tales  You  Won't  Forget, 

/\nd  Here's  His  StifFest  Story  Yet." 

Or,  perhaps,   "In  God  He  Trusted. 

Mow  He  Is  With  Sod  Encrusted." 

Or,    "An  Atheist  Below, 

"All  Dressed  Up — No  Place  to  Go." 

Though  my  situation's  grave, 

I  will  not  let  my  tombstone  rave; 

Chisel   for  my  epitaph 

Something  that  will  make  men  laugh. 

— David  Nowinson. 


THE  EDITOR'S 
REWARD 

"What  have  you   done?"   St.   Peter  asked 

"That  I  should  admit  you  here?" 
"I  ran  a  paper,"  the  editor  said, 

"Of  my  college,  for  one  long  year." 
St.  Peter  pityingly  shook  his  head 

And   gravely   touched    a   bell. 
"Come  in,  poor  thing,  select  your  harp, 

"You've  had  your  share  of  h — ." 

Anapolis  "Log' 


House  President:  "We  can't  very  well  phone  the 
police  about  the  sorority  not  pulling  their  shades 
down." 

Pledge:  "I  tell  you  it's  outrageous." 

H.  P.:  '"As  far  as  that  goes,  you  can't  see  anything 
from  here,  anyway." 

Pledge:  "No,  but  just  stand  up  on  that  table  and 
take  a  look." 

Wabash  "Caveman" 


Your  Co^op  Meinbersliip 


WATCHES  JEWELRY 

REPAIRING 

Lee  Nelson 

1626  Orrington  Ave. 
University  0461 


First  Kappa  Baby-talker:  Where  thew  yoo 
teep  yoor  kar? 

Second  Kappa  Baby-talker:  At  HEBBLETH- 
WAITE'S  darage. 

HEBBLETHWAITE'S 

garage 

1624  CHICAGO  AVENUE 


You  Should  Have  Been 
Around  When  , . . 

Some  Notes  on  Our  Social   Lights 

Al  "Bird-legs"  Early  wasn't  bothered  by  the  crowd- 
ed floor  at  the  "Ball —  he  made  a  safe  arena  of  six 
chairs  and  danced  therein. 

Such  a  let-down  !  !  !  Janet  Hill  was  with  a  tall 
and  lanky  Phi  Gam  junior!  But  the  big  boy  knew 
his  tango. 

Wonder  what  the  little  tow-headed  lad  figured  he 
did  wrong  when  he  was  biting  fingernails  while  he 
was  sitting  next  to  a  smoothie  babe  who  wasn't 
subtle  about  how  few  clothes  she  wore. 

Al  (All-women  are  alike  to  me)  Sawyer  seems  to 
be  specializing  in  one  Marjorie  Cooper.  After  walk- 
ing with  her  to  the  Theta  house  and  whispering  sweet 
nothings  for  awhile — he  was  so  exhilerated  that  he 
didn't  notice  anything  else  and  nearly  walked  into  a 
tree. 

The  Sigma  Chis  don't  seem  to  furnish  enough  en- 
tertainment for  their  members — Barney  Marlowe  was 
chiseling  an  evening  at  the  Wrangler  house  the  other 
night — not  that  this  is  unusual  for  Barney  but  there 
is  an  argument  as  to  which  one  was  the  more  bored. 
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Tom  Swift  at  the  Gamma  Phi  Formal 

(a  Society  Drama  with   no  character  and  less  plot) 
by   Eugene  O'Hulh'nger  and   George   Bernard   Northway 


(Tom  Swift  is  seen  entering  the 
Gamma  Phi  house.  He  has  sandy 
hair  because  he  was  a  stubborn  boy 
and  used  to  eat  his  vaseline  and  put 
his  spinach  on  his  hair.  He  has 
crow's  feet  around  his  eyes  because 
he's  always  looking  for  corn.  And 
his  nose — what  a  schnozzle!  It's 
colossal.  It's  so  big  he  can  smoke  a 
cigarette  while  he's  taking  a  show- 
er and  it  won't  go  out.  His  feet 
are  so  big  the  government  offered 
him  a  job  stamping  out  forest  fires. 
The  only  thing  he's  ever  done  for 
his  country  is  move  into  the  city. 
He  was  in  the  army,  but  he  got 
there  by  opening  a  window  and  get- 
ting in  the  draft.  His  father  was  so 
mean  he  committed  suicide  so  he 
could  come  back  and  haunt  people. 
One  of  his  brothers  got  his  num- 
erals at  Sing  Sing  and  the  other  one 
got  a  strait-jacket  at  Leavenworth. 
But  he  loved  his  mother  more  that 
Italy  appears  in  the  news  reels.  His 
mother  was  paying  his  way  through 
school  by  collecting  old  Life  Saver 
holes  and  selling  them  to  dough-nut 
factories.  He  is  going  to  the  Gamma 
Phi  formal  because  he  bet  on 
Hoover.  He  smiles  to  himself.  How 
proud  his  mother  would  be  if  she 
could  see  him  now,  dressed  up  in  his 
tux  which  he  had  borrowed  from 
his  fraternity  brother,  Slater.  He 
rings  the  door-bell.  A  pledge  comes 
to  the  door.) 

THE  PLEDGE:  Who  are  you? 

TOM:  I'm  just  fine.  Who  are 
you? 

THE  PLEDGE:  What  do  you 
want? 

TOM:  This  is  the  Parrot,  not 
Ballyhoo.  Ask  me  something  I 
can  answer. 

THE  PLEDGE:  What  time  is 
it? 

(Tom  cannot  answer  this.  His 
girl  had  given  him  an  empty  watch 
case.  She  is  going  to  give  him  the 
works  later.  Tom  says  nothing. 
The  pledge,  who  was  a  yell -leader 
in  high  school,  gives  Tom  three 
chairs.  This  takes  a  load  off  Tom's 
mind.  He  sits  down  in  one  of  them. 
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The  pledge  puts  the  other  two  back 
in  the  trophy  case.  Things  are  so 
quiet  you  could  hear  a  pin-head 
drop,  and  his  date  slides  down  the 
bannister  and  falls  on  the  floor. 
Tom  looks  at  her.) 

TOM:  Did  you  crush  your  cor- 
sage? 

DATE:  No,  but  I  think  I 
strained  my  back. 

(She  stands  up  and  looks  at 
Tom.  She  is  a  suicide  blonde  — 
dyed  by  her  own  hand.  She  has 
protruding  teeth,  either  from  suck- 
ing her  thumb  too  much  or  not 
enough  when  she  was  a  baby.  She 
is  so  dumb  she  thinks  Custer's  Last 
Stand  is  a  road-house.  She  is  so 
cross-eyed  she  only  has  one  eye- 
brow. She  had  large  ankles  to  keep 
the  calves  away  from  her  corn.  She 
speaks. ) 

DATE:  Let's  go. 

TOM:  All  right,  but  haven't 
your   forgotten   something? 

DATE:  What? 

TOM:  Where's  your  tin  cup 
and  monkey? 

DATE:  Why,  I  haven't  any  tin 
cup  and  monkey. 

TOM:  That's  funny,  I  thought 
you  were  a  blind  date! 

(^Exeunt,  while  the  orchestra 
plays  the  "Stein  Song"  from  the 
Jewish  telephone  directory.  The 
curtain  falls  to  denote  a  lapse  of 
several  hours,  and  to  give  the  man- 
age a  chance  to  look  at  the  size  of 
the  house.  It  is  a  great  night.  The 
fourth  row  is  packed  to  the  aisles. 
The  curtain  opens  to  the  sound  of 
a  dance  orchestra.  The  scene  ts  the 
ballroom.  The  fifth  dance  is  going 
on,  so  there  is  nobody  on  the  floor 
and  the  stage  is  empty.  The  curtain 
comes  to  with  a  roll — two  loaves 
of  bread,  and  a  doughnut  named 
Clarence  who  got  in  by  mistake 
thinking  it  was  the  Maxwell  Cof- 
fee hour.  The  curtain  goes  up  again, 
and  we  see  Tom  and  his  date  seat- 
ed in  a  sofa.  Tom  is  disgusted  be- 
cause he  can  go  so-fa  and  no 
farther.  Tom's  date  is  disgusted  and 
is  speaking  her  mind.  After  several 


minutes  of  this  silence,  Tom 
speaks.) 

TOM:  Ah,  your  eyes,  so  soft — 
like  the  under  side  of  soap  in  a 
basin.      I  love  you.   Let  us  elope. 

TOM'S  DATE:  But  my  father 
was  a  melon-grower,  and  I  can't 
elope. 

TOM:  Then  FIl  walk  out  into 
the  storm  outside  and  catch  pneu- 
monia and  die. 

(A  storm  has  brewed  outside, 
much  to  the  disgust  of  the  Cham- 
ber of  Commerce.  It  is  a  storm  from 
another  city  and  they  approve  only 
of  the  home-brew  storms.  "Al- 
cohol up  that  other  town  and  leave 
them  sadder  Budweiser,"  the  presi- 
dent has  said.  There  is  a  terrific 
flash  of  lightning.) 

TOM:  I  wonder  if  that  light- 
ning struck  near  here? 

TOM'S  DATE:  I  don't  know, 
but  your  pants  weren't  on  fire  when 
we  came  in  here. 

(Tom  turns  out  the  lights  to 
hide  his  embarrassment.  The  or- 
chestra keeps  on  playing  because  it 
is  a  three-piece  orchestra  and  they're 
playing  their  last  piece.  It  looks  like 
the  dance  will  never  end  because 
they're  playing  "The  Stars  and 
Stripes  Forever."  Tom's  pants  fin- 
ish burning  and  he  turns  on  the 
lights.  He  is  not  embarrassed  be- 
cause it  is  a  two-pants  suit.  He 
turns  to  his  date.) 

TOM:  Madeira,  give  me  a  kiss. 
Your  kisses  are  like  wine.  You're 
the  champagne  kisser  in  the  world. 
We'll  sherry  each  other's  love.  Tell 
me  you  love  me. 

TOM'S  DATE:   Oh,  muscatel? 

(He  kisses  her  on  the  neck.) 

TOM'S  DATE:  Oh,  I  goitre  go 
home. 

TOM:   Then  it's  the  end? 

TOM'S  DATE:  No,  it's  the 
tackle  that  took  me  out  last  night. 

(The  chaperones  enter.) 

CHAPERONES:  What's  coming 
off  here? 

TOM:  Nothing,  this  is  a  clean 
show. 

(Continued  on  Next  Page) 


College  Humor 

EXPOSED! 

Naxt  month  Polly,  with  great  care  but  no  consid- 
eration, will  bring  forth  her  great 

College  Humor 
Burlesque 

and  we  understand  they're  already  shaking  in  their 
boots  down  whare  that  great  collegiate  nnagazine 
is  published.  They  should  be.   Wait  until  you  read 

. .  .  Little  Black  Sheep 
.  .  .  Northwestern 
. .  .  Our  Hall  of  Fame 
.  .  ,  Minoring  in  Fashion 
.  .  .  Collegy-Anna 
...  The  Lost  Word 
. .  .  Rho  Darnit  Rho 

(Not  Dammit,  this  is  N.  U.) 
.  .  .  And  a  galaxy  of  collegiate  jokes 

If  you're  one  of  those  who  reads  the  magazine 
regularly  you  won't  want  to  miss  this  great  issue. 

If  you're  one  of  those  who  hasn't  the  Polly  habit 
next  month  is  a  good  time  to  acquire  it. 

If  you're  a  brilliant  artist  or  humorist  why  not  con- 
tribute? Copy  and  art  work  are  due  December 
16,  and  we're  in  the  office  Monday,  Wednesday 
and  Friday  at  2  p.  m.  to  consult  with  would-be 
contributors. 
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STUDENTS 

Hert  is  an  eating  place  that's  conveniently  located.  Delicious 
dishes  and  tasty  sandwiches  served  in  American  style,  combined 
with    a    delightful    atmosphere    and    immediate    rervice. 

NEALARD^S 

SANDWICH  SHOP 

613  DAVIS  ST. 

Between   Orrington   and   Chicago  Avenue 


Photographers  for 
Northwestern  University 

Special  Prices  to  Students 

Eugene  L.  Ray 


Studio 


1605  Chicago  Ave. 
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(Continued  from  Page  28) 

TOM'S  DATE:  I  tried  to  give 
him  the  gate  and  he  took  o  ffence. 

TOM.  I  knew  they  were  offence 
because  they  didn't  have  a  mother 
and    father. 

CHAPERONES:  Don't  pull 
cracks  like  that  orphan. 

TOM:  'Well,  there's  one  way 
for  you  to  learn  to  be  clever,   too. 

CHAPERONES:     What's  that? 

TOM:  Read  the  January  Col- 
lege Humor  number  of  the  PUR- 
PLE P.\RROT.  out  next  month. 

CHAPERONES:  Then  this  is 
just  an  advertisement? 

TOM:  Yes. 

CHAPERONES:  Well,  we'll 
be . 

(But  here  the  curtain  comes 
down  quickly,  without  the  naughty 
word  being  said.  This  ends  the 
play,  and  the  ushers  go  home  and 
wake  up  the  authors  and  Professor 
Slaughter,  who  by  this  time  com- 
prise the  only  audience.  Next 
month;  TOM  SWIFT  IN  WILL- 
ARD  HALL,  or  I  Lied  This 
Story.) 

THE  END 
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cw^Ln  of  LUCKIES-ile 


It's  toasted'' 

That  package  of  mild  Luckies 


Copr.,  1932.  The  American  Tobacco  Co. 
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